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ACr IV, Scene VIU 
Cordelia. Was this face to be oppoie<1 against the jarrine 



OBSERVATIONS. 



THE tragedy of Xeor is deservedly celebrated arnon^^ ih€. 
dramas of Shakspeare. There is perhaps no pla^ ^ich 
keeps the attention so strongly fixed ; which so much agitates 
ow* passions, and interests our curiosity. The artfVil involu- 
tions of distinct interests, the striking oppositions of contrary 
ibiractefSt the sudden changes of fortune, and the quick tuc« 
jMMigi^0^f^i^ fiH the mind with a perpetual tumult of in- 
Mwiplitli^ pity, and hope. There Is no scene which does not 
' iMmtfiMi to ik^ aggravation of the distress or conduct of the 
\ * a&Mmt 9Qd scarce a luie which does not conduce to the pro- 
' mrn^s iA (he scene^ So powerful is the current of the poet's 
iffii^iwiian^ that the mind, which once ventures within it, ta 
burned iq^sistibly along. 

On ^ aeeming improbaMlity of Lear's conduct it may be 
-Abitcr^QUbt he It represented according to histories at tfiM 
I Jlne valgi^ received as true. And, perhaps, if we turn our 
ij^Hights Lipoid the barbarity and ignorance of the age to which 
Mvis story is referred, it will appear not so unlikely as while 
we estimate Lear's manners by our own. Such preference of 
one daughter to another, or resignation of dominion on such 
conditions, would be yet credible, if told of a petty prince of 
Guinea or Madagascar. Shakspeare, indeed, by the mention 
of his earls and dukes, has given us the idea of times more 
civilized, and of life regulated by softer manners ; and the 
truth is, that though he so nicely discriminates, and so mi- 
nutely describes the characters of men, he commonly neglectA 
and confounds the characters of ages, by mingling customs an- 
cient and modern, English and foreign. 

My learned friend, Mr. Wailon, who has in The Adventurer 
very minutely criticised this play, remarks, that the instances 
of cruelty are too savage and shocking, and that the interven- 
tion of Edmund destroys the simplicity of the story. These 
objections may, I think, be answered by repeating, that the 
cruelty of the daughters is an historical fact, to which the poet 
has added little, having only drawn it into a series by dialogue 
and action. But I am not able to apologize with equal plausr- 
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OBSERVATIONS. 



bilitv for the extrusion of Gloster's eyes, which seems sa act 
too horrid to be endured in dramatic exhibition, and such as 
must always compel the mind to relieve its distress by incred- 
ulity. Yet let it be remembered that our author well knew 
what would please the audience for which he wrote. 

The injury done by Edmund to the simplicity of the action 
U abundantly recompensed by the addition of variety, by the 
art with which he is made to co-operate with the chief design, 
and the opportunity which he gives the poet of combining per- 
fidy with perfidy, and connecting the wicked son with the 
wicked daughters, to impress this important moral, that vil- 
lainy is never at a stop, that crimes lead to crimes, and at last 
terminate in ruin. 

But though this moral be incidentally enforced, Shak- 
speare has suffered the virtue of Cordelia to perish in a just 
cause, contrary to the natural ideas of justice, to the hope of 
the reader, and, what is* yet more strange, to Uie faith of 
chronicles. Yet this conduct is justified by The SpectaHr^ 
who blames Tate for giving Cordeha success and happiness ki 
his alteration, and declares, that, in his opinion, the trogf^ 
hot [o9t half iu beauty. Dennis has remarked, whether justly 
or not, that, to secure the favourable reception of Cai«, tki 
tovm M« poisoned vjtth much false and abominable criticising 
and that endeavours had been used to discredit and decry 
poetical justice. A play in which the wicked prosper, and the 
.virtuous miscarry, may doubtiess be g^d, because it is a just 
representation of the common events of human life ; but since 
all reasonable beings naturally love justice, I cannot easily be 
persuaded, that the observation of justice makes a play worse ; 
or, that if other excellences are equal, the audience will not 
always rise better pleased from the final triumph of persecuted 
virtue. 

In the present case the public has decided.* Cordelia, from 
the time of Tate, has always retired with victory and felicity. 
And, if my sensations could add any thing to the general suf- 
frage, I might relate, I was many years ago so shocked by 
Cordelia's death, that I know not v^liether I ever endured to 
read again tiie last scenes of the play, till I undertook to revise 
them as an editor. 

There is another controversy among the critics concerning 
this play. It is disputed whether the predominant image in 



* Dr. Johnson shoald rather have said that the managers of the tkeatrcf 
roy;il have decided^ and the public has been obliged to acquiesce in their de- 
cision. The altered play has the upper gallery on iu side ; the original 
drama was.patronized by Addison : 

" Vitrix cansa Diss placoit/ >ed victa Catcni." . 

STEEVENS. 



OBSERVATIONft. 



9 



Lear's disordered mind be the loss of his kingdom or the cm- 
elty of his daughters. Mr. Murphy, a very judicious cntic, 
has evinced by inductioR ef parlieular passages, that the cruel- 
ty of his daughters is the primary source of his distress, and 
that the loss of royalty affects him only as a secondary and 
subordinate evil. He observes with great justness, that Lear 
would move our compassion but little, did we not rather con- 
sider the injured father than the degraded king. 

The story of this play, except the episode of Edmund, wbicE 
is derived, I think, from Sidney, is taken originally &om 
Geoffrey of Monmouth, whom Holinshed ^nendly copied » 
but perhaps immediately from an old historical baUad. My 
reason for believine that the play was posterior to the baUai^ 
rather than the baUad to the play, is, that the ballad htm noth-* 
ing of Shakspeare's nocturnal tempest, which is too striking 
to nave been-omitted, and that it follows the chronicle ; it hat 
the rudiments of the play, but none of ampUilcationi : it 
first hinted Lear's madness, but did not array it in circum- 
stances. The writer of the ballad added something to tbs 
history, which is a proof that he would have added more, if 
more had occurred to his mind, and more must have occumd 
if he had seen Shakspeare. Jouvmow, 



The story of King Leir and his three daughters , was ori^n. 
ally told by Geofirey of Monmouth, fh)m whom Holinshed 
transcribed it ; and in his Chronicle Shakspeare had certain* 
ly read it, as it occurs not far from that of Cymbtline / though 
Uie old play on the same subject probably Jirtt suggested to 
him the idea of making it the ground- work of a tragedy. 

Geoffi^y of Monmouth si^s, that Leir, who was the eldest 
son of Bladud, nobly ^vemed his country for sixty vears.^ 
AccorcUng to that historian, he died about 800 years lieiore the 
birth of Christ. 

This tragedy, I believe, was written in 1605. See An JU» 
tempt to ascertain the Order of Shakespeare* t Plays, 

The episode of Gloster and his sons is undoubtedly formed 
on the story of the bUnd king of Faphlagoma in Si&ey'f Ar- 
cadia, Malons ; 



The reader will also find the story of King Lear, in the 
second book and 10th canto of Spenser'^ Fain ^ueen, and in 
the 15th chapter of the third book of Wamer^s JUnon^s Eng^ 
/M> 1602. Stezvxzis 
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Lear, king' qf Britain. 

ISng ^France. 

Duke ^Burgundy. 

Duke q/*CoRirwALL. 

Duke qf Albany. 

JSar/ q/*GLOSTER. 

JSarl o/Kevt. 

Edgar, aon to Gloater, 

Edmund, bantard son to Gloster, 

CuRAN, a courtier. 

Old Man^ tenant to Gloster. 

Physician. 

Fool. 

Oswald, steward to Gonertl. 
^n Officer^ employed by Edmund. 
Gentleman^ attendant on Cordelia, 
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Servants to Cornwall. 

GONERIL, ^ 

Regan, ^daughters to Lear. 
Cordelia, J 

Knights attending on the King, Officers, Messengers, 
Soldiers, and Attendants. 

SC£J\rE^Britain, 



KING LEAR. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— J Jto9in of State in Kin^ Lbar'# Palace. Mnter 
Kbmt» Glo8tbr« am/ Edmund. 

I Kent, 
THOUGHT, the king had more affected the duke 
•f Albany, than Cornwall. 

Glo, It did always seem so to us : but now, in the di- 
vision of the kingdom, it appears not which of the dukes 
he values most ; for equalities are so weighed, that curi- 
osity in neither' can make choice of either's moiety. 
jtent. Is not this your son, my lord ? 
Clo, His breeding, sir, has been at my charge : I 
have so often blushed to acknowledge him, that now I 
am brazed to it. 
Xent. I cannot conceive you. 

Gr/o. Sir, this young fellow's mother could : where- 
upon she gprew round-wombed ; and had, indeed, sir, a 
son for her cradle, ere she had a husband for her bed. 
Do you smell a fault f 

Kent. 1 cannot wish the fault undone, the issue of it 
being so proper. 

Glo. But 1 have, sir, a son, by order of law, some 
year eider than this, wlm yet is no dearer in my ac- 
count : though this knave came somewhat saucily into 
the world before he was sent for, yet was his mother 
fair ; there was good sport at his making, and the 
whoreson must be acknowledged. — Do you know this 
noble gentleman, Edmund ? 

£dm. No, my lord. 

Glo, My lord of Kent : remember him hereafter as my 
honourable friend. 
Edm. My services to your lordship. 

CO Curmity it icrDpolousnesSi or captlousness. 8o» in the Taming of the 

Shrmf, 

" For curious I cannot be vrlth «ron. ST££V£NS. 
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XIN» LEAR. 



ACT t. 



Kent. I must love you, and sue to kuow you better. 
Edm. Sir, I shall study deserving. 

He hath been out ii»e years, and away he shall 
again : — The king is coining. \Trumfiet9 aound within. 

jfffffrr LsAK, Cornwall, Albany, Gonbril, Regan, Cor- 
delia, and Attendants. 

Lear, Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, 
Gloster. 

Glo, I shall, my liege. [Exeunt Glo. and Edmund. 
JLror. Mean-time we shaU exprets our darker pur- 
pose.* 

Give me the map there. — Know, that we have divided. 
In three, our kingdom : and *tis our fast intent 
To shake all cares and business from our age ; 
Conferring thetb on younger strengths, while we 
UnburdenM crawl toward death — Our son of Cornwall, 
And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 
We have this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. The princes, France and Bur- 
gundy, 

Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love. 
Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn. 
And here are to be answer'd. — Tell me, my daughters, 
(Since now we will divest us, both of rule. 
Interest of territory, cares of state,) 
Which of you, shall we say, doth love us most ^ 
That we our largest bounty may extend 
Where merit doth most challenge it. — Goneril, 
Our eldest-bom, speak first. 
Go». Sir, I 

Do love you more than words can wield the matter^ 

Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty ; 

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ; 

No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour : 

As much as child e*er lov'd, or father found. 

A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable ; 

Beyond all manner of so much I love you.** ' 

'jjl Darker— *br more secret ; not for indirect, obliqae. WARBURTON. 

TtiSM word m ^^ admit a further explication. ** We shall express oar darker 
purpose*' : that iSj we have already made known in some measure our desiga 
of parting the kingdom ; we will now discover whpt has not been told before, 
the reasons by which we shall regulate the partition. This interpolation 
will justify or palliate the exordial dialogue. JOHNSON. 

[4] Beyond all assignable quantity. I love vou beyond limits, and cannot 
say, It is so much ; for how much soever I should name, it would vet be 
more. JOHNSON. 



M*t KING LE4R. 13 

Cor. What shall Cordelia do ? Love, and be silent. 

{Mide. 

Lear, Of all these bounds, even from this line to this, 
With shadowy forests and with champains rich'd, 
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads. 
We make thee lady : To thine and Albany's issue 
Be this perpetual. — What says our second daughter. 
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall i Speak. 

JReff. I am made of that self metal as my sister. 
And prize me at her worth. my true heart 
I find, she names my very deed of love ; 
Only she comes too short, — that I profess' 
Myself an enemy to all .other joys, 
Which the most precious square of sense possesses ; 
And find, I am alone felicitate 
In your dear highness' love. 

Cor. Then poor Cordelia ! {Andc. 
And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my love's 
More richer than my tongue. 

Lear, To thee, and thine, hereditary ever. 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom ; 
No less in space, validity, ^ and pleasure. 
Than that confirm'd on Goneril.— Now, our joy. 
Although the last, not least ; to whose young love 
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy, ^ 
Strive to be interess'd ; what can you say, to draw 
A third more opulent than your listers? Speak. 

■Cor, Nothing, my lord. 

Lear, Nothing ? 

Cor, Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing can come of nothing : speak again. 

Cor, Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth : I love your majesty 
According to my bond ; nor more, nor less. 

Lear, How, how, Cordelia i mend your speech a little* 
Lest it may mar your fortunes. 

Cor. Good my lord. 
You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me : I 
Return those duties back as are right fit. 
Obey you, love you, and nvost honour you. 



If] My sister has eqaally expressed my seiftinents, only she comes short 
orme in this, that I profess myself an enemy to all joys but yoo."— >7%al / 
prof en, means, in that I profess, M. MASON. 

[6] Perhaps square means compass, comprehension. JOHNSON. 

[73 Validity— for worth, valae ; not for Integrity er gvod title W 
2 VOL. VIII. 
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Why have my sisters hasbands, if they say. 

They love you, all ? Haply, when I shall wed. 

That lord, whose hand must take my plight, shall carry 

Half my love with him, half my care, and duty : 

Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters, 

To love my father all. 

Ltar» But goes this with thy heart ? 

Cor. Ay, good my lord. 

Lear, So young, and so untender ? 

Cor, So young, my lord, and true. 

Lear, Let it be so,— Thy truth then be thy dow^r : 
^ For, by the sacred radiance of the sun ; 
s. The mysteries of Hecate, and the nighty 
By all the operations of the orbs. 
From whom we do exhst, and cease to be ; 
Here I disclaim all my paternal care, 
Prq>inquity and property of blood. 
And as a stranger to -my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this, for ever.'* The barbaroosScythian, 
Or he that makes his generation messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 
fie as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliev'd. 
As thou my sometime daughter. 

Kent. Good my ]iege,«— 

Lear, Peace, kent ! 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath : 
I lov'd her most, and thought to set my rest 
On her kind nursery.— Hence, and avoid my sight !— 

\To Cordelia. 
So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
Her father's heart from her !— Call France;— Who stirs ? 
-Call Burgundy. — Cornwall, and Albany, 
With my two daughters' dowers digest this third : 
Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her. 
I do invest you jointly with my powert 
Pre-eminence, and all the large effects 
That troop with mayesty.— Ourself, by montlily course. 
With reservation of an hundred knights. 
By you to be sustainM, shall our abode 
Make with you by due turns. Only we still retain 
The name, and ail the additions to a king ; 
The sway. 

Revenue, execution, of the rest,^ 



[8] from this— I. e. From this time. STEEVENS. 

foj, the exectttim of ths rest is, I supi^ose, all the other business. JOHNS 
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Beloved sons, be yours : which to confirm* 

This coronet part between you. [Giving the crown. 

Kent, Royal Lear, 
Whom 1 have ever honour'd as my king, 
Lov*d as my father, as my master follow 'd. 
As my great patron thought on in my prayers, — 

Lear, The bow is bent and drawn, make from the shaft. 

Kent, Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart : be Kent unmannerly, 
\Vhen Lear is mad. What wouldst thou do, old man t 
Think'st thou, that duty shall have dread to speak. 
When power to flattery bows ? To plainness honour's 
bound. 

When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doom ; 
And, in thy best consideration, check 
This hideous rashness : answer my life my judgmenU 
Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least ; 
Nor are those empty-hearted, whose low sound 
Re verbs no hollo wness.' 

Lear. Kent, on thy life, no more. 

Kent. My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wage against thine enemies nor fear to lose it, 
Thy safety being the motive. 

Lear. Out of my sight ! 

Kent. See better, Lear ; and let me still remaiiv 
The true blank of thine eye.^ 

Lear. Now, by Apollo, — 

Kent. Now, by Apollo, king. 
Thou swear'st thy gods in vain. 

jLear. O, vassal! miscreant! 

[Laying his hand on &i9 avtord. 

Jib. Corn, Dear sir, forbear. 

Kent, Do ; 
Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow 
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift ; 
Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat, 
I'll tell thee, thou dost evil. 

Lear, Hear me, recreant ! 
On thine allegiance hear me 



[i] Reverbs— this I presume to be a word of the poet's own nukiag* 
meaning the same as reverberates. STSEVENS. 

[2] i. e. I never regarded my life as my own, bat merely -as a thine of 
which I had the possession, not the property ; and which was rntrosted to 
me as a pnwn or pledge to be employed in waging war against yonr cae* 
mies. STEEVENS. jj^ 
The blank— is the tuhite or exact marie at which the arrow J^U|^| 
See better," says Kent, *• and keep me always in your view." J^'^'^^H 
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Act I. 



Since thou hast sought to make us break our vow, 
(Which we durst never yet,) and, with strain'd pride,* 
To come betwixt our sentence and our power; 
(V\^hich nor our nature nor our place can bear,) 
Our potency make good, take thy reward.' 
Five days we do allot thee, for provision 
To shield thee from diseases of the world ; 
And, on the sixth, to turn thy hated back 
Upon our kingdom : if, on the tenth day following, 
Thy banish'd trunk be found in our dominions, 
The moment is thy death : Away ! by Jupiler,* 
This shall not be revok'd. 

Kcnt.FsLve thee well, king: since thus thou wilt appear. 
Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here 
The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid, 

ITo Cordelia. 
That justly think'st, and hast most rightly said ! — 
And your large speeches may your deeds approve, 

[To Regan and Goneril. 
That good effects may spring from words of iove.— 
Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu ; 
Hell shape his old course in a country new.' [Exit. 

Re-enter Gloster ; viith Fhancb« Buucundy, and Attendants. 

Gio, Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 

Lear, My lord of Burgundy, 
We first address towanls you, who with this king 
Hath rivaU'd for our daughter ; What, in the least. 
Will you require in present dower with her. 
Or cease your quest of love ? 

jBur, Most royal majesty, 
I crave no more than hath your highness offered, 
Nor will you tender less. 

Lear, Right noble Burgundy, 
When she was dear to us, we did hold her so ; 
But now her price is fall'n : Sir. there she stands ; 
If aught within that little, seeming substance,* 



C4I The old copy reads starved pride ; tlut is, pride exoibitaiit ; pride 
pasting doe bounds. JQHNSON. 

C5I As a proof that I am not a mere threatener, that I have power as well 
as will to paoish, take the due reward of thy demerits ; heur thy sentence. 
The words. Our potency made good, are in the absolute case. MALUNE. 
: £6*) Shakspeare makes Lear too much of a mythologist : he had Hecate 
'and Apollo before. JOHNSON. 

i7l He will follow his old maxims ; he will continue to act upon the same 
principles. JOHNSON. 

Seeming means specious. STE^VENS. 
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Or all of it, with our displeasure piec'd. 
And nothing more, may fitly like your grace. 
She's there, and she is yours. 

Bur. I know no answer. 

Lear, Sir, 

Will you, with those infirmities she owes,' 
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 
Dower'd with our curse, and stranger'd with our oath, 
Take her, or leave her ? 

Bur, Pardon me, royal sir ; 
Election makes not up on such conditions.' 

Lear. Then leave her, sir ; fur, by the power that 
made me, 

I tell you all her wealth— For you, great king, \To Fr A. 

1 would not from your love make such a stray. 

To match you where I* hate ; therefore beseech you 

To avert your liking a more worthier way. 

Than on a wretch, whom nature is asliam'd 

Almost to acknowledge hers. 

France, This is most strange ! 
That she, thdt even but now was your best object. 
The argument of your praise, balm of your age. 
Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of timfr. 
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle 
So many folds of favour ! Sure, her ofience 
Must be of such unnatural degree. 
That monsters it, or your fore-vouch'd affection 
Fall into taint : which to believe of her. 
Must be a faith, that reason without miracle.- 
Could never plant in me. 

Cor, I yet beseech your majesty, 
(If for I want that glib and oily art^ . 
To speak and purpose not ; since what I' well intendy 
I'll do't before I speak,) that you make known 
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness. 
No unchaste action, or dishonour'd step, 
That hath deprived me of your grace and favour : 
But even for want of that, for which I am richer ; 
A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue 
ThaV-I am glad I have not, though not to have it) 
Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear, Better thou 



[9] Owes— i. e. possessed of. STEEVENS. 

LiJ Election comes not to a decision ; )in the taooe sense as when we %Vf, 
1 have made up my mind on that subject." M ALONE. 

2* VOL, -VIII. 
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Hadst not been born, than not to have pleas*d roe better. 

France, Is it but this f a tardiness in nature. 
Which often leaves the history onspoke« 
That it intends to do ?— My lord of Burgundy, 
What say you to the lady i Love is not love. 
When it is mingled with respects, that stand 
Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her ? 
She is herself a dowry. 

Bur, Royal Lear, 
Give but that portion which yourself proposed, 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand. 
Duchess of Burgundy. 

L,ear. Nothing : I have sworn ; I am firm. 

Bur» I am sorry then> you have so lost a father, 
That you must lose a husband. 

Cor, Peace be with Burgundy ! 
Since that respects of fortune are his love, 
I shall not be his wife. 

^ra. Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, being poor ; 
Most choice, forsaken ; and most lov'd, despis*d ! 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon : 
Be it lawful, I take up what's cast away. 
Gods, gods \ 'tis strange, that from their cold'st neglect 
My love should kindle to inflam'd respect. — 
Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance. 
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 
Not all the dukes of watVish Burgundy 
Shall buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me.— 
Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind : 
Thou losest here, a better where to find.* 

Lear, Thou hast her. France : let her be thine ; for we 
Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see 
That face of hers again :-»Therefore be gone, 
Without our grace, our love, our benizon. — 
Come, noble Burgundy. 

[^Flourish, Exe, Lear, Burgundy, Cornwall, 
Albany, Gloster, and Attendants- 
France, Bid farewell to your sisters. 

Cor, The jewels of our father, with wash'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you arc ; 
And, like a sister, am most loath to call 
Vour faults, as they are nam'd. Use well our fathei^ : 
To your professed bosoms I commit him : 



C2] Here and tohere have the power of noans. Thou losest this resi 
dcnce to find at bntcr residence in another place. JOH NSON. 
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Bot yet, alas ! stood I within his grace, 
I would prefer him to a better place. 
So farewell to you both. 

Gon. Prescribe not us our duties. 

Reg* Let your study 
/ Be, to content your lord ; who hath receiv'd you 
At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Cor. Time shall unfold what plaited cunning hides ;3 
W ho cover faults, at last shame them derides. 
Well may you prosper ! 

Fran, Come, my fair Cordelia. \^Exe* FRA.anefCoR. 

*Gon. Sister, it is not a little I have to say, of what 
most nearly appertains to us both. I think, our father 
will hence to-night. 

Reg. That's roost certain, and with you ; next month 
with us. 

Gun, You see how full of changes his ages is ; the ob- 
servation we have made of it hath not been little ; he 
always loved our sister most ; and with what poor judg- 
ment he hath now cast her off. appears too grossly. 

Reg, Tis the infirmity of his age : yet he hath ever 
but slenderly known himself. 

Gon, The best and soundest of his time hath been but 
rash; then must we look to receivS from his^age, not 
alone the imperfections of long-engrafted condition,** but, 
therewithal, the unruly waywardness that infirm and 
choleric years bring with them. 

Reg, Such unconstant starts are we like to have from 
him, as this of Kent's banishment. 

Gon, There is further compliment of leave-taking be- 
tween France and him. Pray you, let us hit together 
If our father carry authority with such dispositions as he 
bears, this last surrender of his will but offend us. 

Reg, We shall further think of it. 

Gon, We must do something, and i'the heat.« \.Exe. 



ISl l*laited cunning— i. c. complicated, involved canning. JOHNSON. 
[4] Of qualities of mind, confirmed by long habit. So, in Othello^ ''a w(S 
man of «o gentle a condition** MA LONE. 

C5] Hit— i*e. agree. STEEVENS. 

[6] I*the heat— L «. Wc must strike luhile the iron's, hrt. STEtVBNS. 



KING L&A&. 



ACT /. 



SCENE II. 

A Hall in the Earl of Gloiter** Cattle. Enter Edmund, ^ith a 
letter. 

Edm, Thou, nature, art my goddess ; to thy lav 
My services are bound : Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague of custom ; and permit 
The curiosity of nations^ to deprive me,* 
For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon-shines 
Lag of a brother Why bastard i wherefore, base i 
When my dimensions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my shape as true, 
As honest madam's issue ? Why brand they us 
With base ^ with baseness i bastardy } base, base } 
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More composition and fierce quality. 
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed. 
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops. 
Got 'tween asleep and wake f — Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land : 
Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund, 
As to the legitimate : Fine word, — legitimate ! 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed. 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the base 
Shall top the legitimate. I grow ; I prosper 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards ! 

Enter Gloster. 
Glo, Kent banish'd thus! and France in choler parted I 
And the king gone to-night ? subscrib'd his power !' 
Confin'd to exhibition All this done 
Upon the gad ! ^ — Edmund ! how now ^ what news ? 

[7] Curiosity* in the time of Shakspeare, was a word that signified an 
over nice scrapoloosness in mwnerSi dress, &c. STEEVENS. 

By the curmity of nations, Edmand means the nicety, the itrictness of 
civil institutions. So, when Hamlet is about to prove that the dost of Al- 
exander might be employed to stc^ s bung>hoIe, Horatio says, " that were to 
consider the matter too curiouily ** M. MASON. 

[81 To deprive was, in our author's time, synonymous to disinherit. The 
ola dictionary renders exhitredo by this word. STEEVENS. 

Co] Edmund inveighs against the tyranny of custom in two instances, 
with respect to younger brothers, nnd to bastards. In the former he mast 
not be understood to mean himself, but the argument becomes gri)er,il by 
implying more than is said, '* Wherefore should 1 or any man." H ANMER^ 

ro To subscribe, in Shaksprarc, is to yields or surrender. So, afterwards* 
** You owe me no subscription" MALONE. 

[2] Exhibition, is allowance. The term is yet used in the universities. 

JOHNSON. 

[3] Done upon the gad, is done suddenly, or, «s before, while the iron is 
hot. A gad is an iron bar. RITSON. 
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Rdm, So pletee your lordship, none. 



IPutting ufi the Utter. 



Glo. Why so earnestly seek you to put up that lettev ? 
J£dm. I know no news, my lord. 
Glo. What paper were you reading 
JEdm. Nothing, my lord. 

Glo. No ? What needed then that terrible despatch of 
it into your pocket ^ the quality of nothing hath not such 
need to hide itself. Let's see : Come, if it be nothing, T 
shall not need spectacles. 

£dm. I beseech you, sir, pardon rac : it is a letter from 
my brother, that I have not all o*er-read ; for so much 
as I have perused, I find it not fit for your over-looking. 

Glo. Give me the letter, sir. 

mdm, I shall offend, either to detain or give it. The 
contents, as in part I understand them, are to blame. 
Glo. Let's see, let's see. 

£dm. I hope, for my brother's justification, he wrote 
this but as an essay or taste of my virtue.* 

Glo. [Reads.J This fiolicy, and reverence of age, 
makes the world bitter to the best of our times ; keefi9 
our fortunes from us, till our oldness cannot relish them. 
I begin to find an idle and fond bondage in the ofifireS' 
sion of aged tyranny ; who sways, not as it hath fiower. 



sfieak more, Jf our father would slecfi till I waked him, 
you should enjoy half his revenue for ever, and live the 
beloved of your brother, P^dgar. — Humph — Conspiracy ! 
-^Slee/i till I waked him^ — you should enjoy half hi9 
revenue, — My son Edgar ! Had he a hand to write 
this i a heart and brain to breed it in ^— When came 
this to you ? Who brought it ? 

Edm. It was not brought me, my lord, tlvere's the cun- 
ning of it ; I found it thrown in at the csiiement of my 
closet. 

Glo. You know the character to be your brother's t 
£dm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durst 

swear it were his ; but, in respect of that, I would fain 

think it were not. 
Glo. It is his. 

JEdm. It is his hand, my lord ; but, I hope, hifr heart is 
not in the contents. 

Glo. Hath he never heretofore sounded you in this 
business ? 




Come to me, that of this I way 



[4] Essay and taste are both terms from royal tables. See note on act t 
sc. III. STEEV. [5] Idle and fond- Week and foolish. JOHKS. 
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£dm. Never, my lord : But I have often heard him 
naintain it to be fit, that, sons at perfect age, and fath- 
ers declining, the father should be as ward to the bod, 
and the son manage his revenue. 

G/o. O villain, villain ! — His very opinion in the 
letter !— Abhorred villain ! Unnatural, detested, brutish 
villain ! worse than brutish ! — Go, sirrah, seek him ; FU 
apprehend him : — Abominable villain ! — Where ishe? 

£dm, I do not well know, my lord. If it shall please 
you to suspend your indignation against my brother, till 
you can derive from him better testimony of his intent, 
you shall run a certain course ; where, if you violently 
proceed against him, mistaking his purpose, it would 
make a great gap in your own honour, and shake in pie- 
ces the heart of his obedience. 1 dare pawn down my 
life for him, that he hath writ this to feel my aflFection 
to your honour, and to no other pretence of danger.^ 

G/o. Think you so i 

Edm, If your honour judge it meet, I will place yoo 
where you shall hear us confer of this, and by an au- 
ricular assurance have your satisfaction ; and that with- 
out any further delay than this veiy evening. 

G/o. He cannot be such a monster. 

Edm, Nor is not, sure. 

G/o. To his father, that so tenderly and entirely loves 
him.— Heaven and earth ! — Edmund, seek him out; 
wind me into him,' I pray you : frame the business after 
you own wisdom , I would uustate myself, to be in a doe 
resolution.' 

Edm. I will seek him, sir, presently ; convey the busi- 
ness' as I shall find means, and acquaint you withal. 

G/o. These late eclipses in the sun and moon portend 
no good to us ; though the wisdom of nature can reason 
it thus and thus, yet nature finds itself scourged by the 
sequent effects ; Love cools, friendship falls off, ^ bro- 

[9] Pretencex'it detign and parpose. So afterwrards in this pbr, 
«* Pretence and purpose of nnkindness.'' . JOHNSON. 
CO I once thouKfat it should be read'^oo into him ; but, perhapt^ it is a 
famUiarphrase, like «« do me this." JOHNSON. 
So in Twelfth Night, " challenge me the duke's youth to fight with him.'^ 

STEEVENS. 

[2] I would give all I possess to be certain of the truth.' This is the mean*- 
Ing of the words u be in a due resolution. So, Othello, 
—To be once in doubt 
Is, once to be resolved." M. MASON. 

[3] To convey, is to carry through ; in this place, it is to manage artfully ; 
we sayof a juggler, that he has a clean conveyance* JOHNSON. 

C4] That IS, though natural philosophy can give acooont of ecIipseS/ yet 
we Ael their conscqoeiiees. JOHNSON. 
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thers divide : In cities, mutinies; in countries, discord; 
in palaces, treasons ; and the bond cracked between son 
and father. This villain of mine comes under the predic- 
tion ; there's son against father : the king falls from 
bias of nature ; there's father against child. We have 
seen the best of our time : Machinations, hollowness, 
treachery, and all ruinous disorders, follow us disquietly 
to our graves !— -Find. out this villain, Edmund; it 
shall lose thee nothing ; do it carefully and the n(^le 
and true hearted Kent banished ! his offence, hon- 
esty !— Strange ! strange ! \^RxU. 

jEdm. This is the excellent foppery of the world !' 
tliat, when we are sick in fortune, (often the surfeit of 

C5] In Shakspeare's best plays. b«sides the vices tiiat arise from the sub- 
ject, there is generally some peculiar prevailing folly, principally ridicaled» 



that runs thrmigb the whole piece. Thus» in The Tempest, the lying dispo- 
sition of travellers, and, in As you like it, the fantastic humour or coortiera, 
is exposed and satirised with infinite pleasantry. In like manner. In thte 



jpAxy of Lear, the dotages of jadicial astrology are severely ridiculed. I hncy, 
-was the date of its first performance well considered, it wonld be found that 
^mething or other happened at that time which gave a more than orttinary 
' run to this deceit, as these words seem to intin^ate \ 1 am thinking, hrether, 
efa preUctim I read this other day, what sheuld fdlonv these eclipses. How- 
ever this be, an impious cheat, which had so little foundttioo in nature or 
reason, so detestable an original, and such fatal consequences on the manners 
of the people, who were at that time strangely besotted with it, certainly de- 
served the severest lash of satire. It was a fundamental in this noble science , 
that whatever seeds of good dispositions the infitnt unborn might be endowed 
with, either from nature* or traductively from its parents, yet if, at the time 
of its birth, the delivery was by any casualty so accelerated or retarded, as 
to fall in with the predominancy of a malignant constellation, that momentary 
iirfloence would entirely change its nature, and bias it to all the contrary ill 
qtudities : so wretched and monstrous an Opinion did it set out with. But the 
Ualians, to whom we owe this,as well as 'most other unnatural crimes and fol- 
lies of these latter ages* fomented its orif^inal impiety to the most detestable 
height of extravagiince. Petros Aponensis. an Italian physician of the 13th 
century, assures us that those pragrers which are made to God when the moon 
is in conjunction with Jupiter in the Dragon's tail, are infallibly heard. The 
irreat Milton, with a just indignation of this impiety, hath, in his Paradise 
Regained, satirised it in a very beantiftii manner, by putting these reveries 
into the month of the devil. Nor could the licentioos Rabelais himself for- 
bear to ridicule this impious dotage, which he does with exquisite address 
and humour, where, in the fidile which he so agreeably tells from iEsop, of 
the man who applied to Jupiter for the loss of his hatcher, he makes those 
who, on the poorman^s good success. hav« projectrfl to trick ]ap1[*"r bf 
tlie same petition, a kind of astrologic atheisti, who ascribed this good fat' 
tune, that they imagined they were now all gmhg to partake ot, to the inSn- 
ence of some rare conjunction and configuratian of t he utar-t. " K^Ov }ien/dii> 
ent ih— Et doncques, telle est au temps present la revnEuitr<n clrn Cifiulx, la 
constellation des Astres, fie aspect des planetcs. qusr qumucriEiiif coicrire per- 

dra soobdain deviendra ainsl richc Noo. ProL du Iv LWrs But to rr^ 

turn to Shakspearr. So blasphemous a delusion, t^crelore, it bec^ime (ho 
honesty of our poet to expose. But it was a tender point ^ and required man- 
aging. For this immoas juggle had in his tune a kind of rrit^lj^ni; rcverencr 
paid to it. It was therefore to be done obltqaely t and the cErcivn^«^nnce!i 
the scene furnished him with as good an opporronltv aa he coald w T}k[? 
persons in the drama are all Pagans, so that, as In «(Hif|AE ^nce rn cuntDm. hji 
good characters were not to spestk ill of jadlfiia] imAmi fh«y jCQe34» m 
account of tSieir riiigioHgiVenofeputatioii teJtr i»»l*f"^ ^ ' 
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our own behavioar,) we make guiltv of our disasters, the 
sun, the moon, and the stars : as if we were villains by- 
necessity ; fools, by heavenly compulsion ; knaves* 
thieves, and treachers, by spherical predominance ; 
drunkards, liars, and adulterers, by an enforced obedi- 
ence of planetary influence ; and all that we are evil in, 
by a divine thrusting on : An admirable evasion of 
whore-master man, to lay his goatish disposition to the 
charge of a star ! My father compounded with my 
mother under the dragon's tail ; and my nativity was 
under urna major ; so that it frllows, I am rough and 
lecherous. — Tut, I should have been that I am, had the 
maidenliest star in the firmament twinkled on my 
bastardizing. Edgar—- 

£fir^r Edgar. 

and pat he comes, like the catastrophe of the old come- 
dy :^ My cue is villainous melancholy, 'with a sigh lik^ 
Tom o*Bedlam. — O, these eclipses do portend these di- 
visions ! fa, sol, la, mi. 

Ed^. How now, brother Edmund f What serious con- 
templation are you in } 

Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a predicton I read 
this other day, what should follow these eclipses. 

Edg, Do your busy yourself with that .> 

Edm. I promise you, the effects he writes of, succeed 
tmhappfily ; as of unnaturalness between the child and 
the parent ; death, dearth, dissolutions of ancient ami- 
ties ; divisions in state,menaces and maledictions against 
king and nobles ; needless diffidences, banishment 
'friends, dissipation of cohorts, nuptial breaches, and I 
Jcnow not what. 

Edg. How long have you been a sectary astronomical ? 

Edm. Come, come ; when saw you my father last ? 

Edg. Why, the night gone by. 

it the more, he, with great jodgment, makes these Pagaos fatalists ; as ap- 
pears by these words of Lear, 

" By all the operations of the orbs. 
From whom we do exist and cease to be.*' 
Tor the doctrine of fate is the true foundation of judicial astrology. HaWng 
thus discredited it by the very commendations given to it, he was in no dan- 
ger of having his direct satire against it mistaken, by its being pnt (as be 
was obltged. both in paying regard to cnstom, and in following natnt*e) inttt 
-the mouth of the villain and atheist, espreially when he has added raoh fbrce 
of reason to his ridicule, in the words referred to in the beginning of the 
note. WARBURTON. 

[6] This is. I think, intended to ridicule the very awkward conclusion at 
our old comedies, where the persons of the scrne m9ke their entry inardft. 
cialJy, and just when the poet wants them on the stage. WARNER. 
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Jidm. Spake yoa with him-? 
Edg. Ay, two hours together. 

£dm. Parted yoa in good terms ? Found yon no dis- 
pleasure in him, by word, or countenance i 
£dg. None at all. 

£dtn. Bethink yourself, wherein you may have offend- 
ed him : and at my intreaty, forbear his presence, till 
some little time hath qualified the heart of his displea- 
sure ; which at this instant so rageth in him, that with 
the mischief of your person it would scarcely allay. 
^ Mdg, Some villain hath done me w rong. 

Edm» That's my fear. I pray you, have a continent , 
fQi1>earance, till the speed of his rage goes slower ; and, 
as I say, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I 
will fitly bring you to hear my lord speak : Pray you, 
go ; there's my key : — If you do stir abroad, go armed* 

Edg. Armed, brother i 

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the best ; go armed ; 
I am no honest man, if there be any good meaning to- 
wards you : I have told you what I have seen and 
heard, but faintly ; nothing like the image and horror 
of it : Pray you, away. 

Edg, Shall I hear from you anon ? 

Edm, I do serve you in this business.—- \^Exit £og. 
A Credulous father, and a brother noble. 
Whose nature is so far from doing harms* 
That he suspects none ; on whose foolish honesty 
My practices ride easy ! — I see the business.— 
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit : 
All with me's meet, that I can fashion fit. [Exit, 

SCENE III. 

A Room in the Duke of Alba.ny'« Palace, Enter Goneril 
and Stevtard. 

Gon, Did my father strike my gentleman for chiding 
of his fool f 

Stew, Ay, madam. 

Gon, By day and night ! he wrongs me ; every hour. 
He flashes into one gross crime or other, 
That set us all at odds : Til not endure it : 
His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us 
On every trifle : — When he returns from hunting, 
I will not speak with him ; say, I am sick 
If you come slack of former serviced* 

3 VOL. VIII. 
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You shall do well ; the faolt of it I'll answer. 

Stew. He's coming, madam ; I hear him. 

IHoma within. 

Gon, Put on what weary negligence you please. 
You and jrour fellows i I'd have it come to question : 
If he dislike it, let him to my sister. 
Whose mind and mine, I know, In that are one, 
Not to be over-rul'd. Idle old man. 
That still would manage those authorities. 
That he hath given away ! — Now, by my life. 
Old fools are babes again ; and must be us'd 
With checks, as flatteries, when they are seen abus'd. 
Remember what i hav« said. 

Stew. Very well, madam. 

Oon, And let his knights have colder looks among you ; 
What grows of it, no matter > advise your fellows so : 
I would breed from hence occasions, and I shall. 
That I may ^ak :-^ril write straight to my sister, 
To hold my very course : — Prepare for dinner. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

J Mall in the tame. Enter Kb vt, diiguiied, 

Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow. 
That can my -speech diffuse,^ my good intent 
May carry through itself to that full issue 
For which t rae'd my likeness. — Now, banish'd Kent, 
If thou canst serve where thou dost stand condemn'd, 
tSo may it come !) thy master, whom thou lov'st. 
Shall find thee full of labours. 

Jform viithin. Enter Lear, Knights, and Attendants, 

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; go, get it ready. 
{Exit an Attendant. How now, what art thou ? 
Kent. A man, sir. 

Lear. What dost thou profess i What wouldest thou 
with us ^ 

Kent. I do profess to be no less than t seem ; to serve 
him truly, that will put me in trust; to love him that is 
honest ; to converse with him that is wise, and says lit- 



[7] Old fools— most be used with checks, as 'oteti as flatteries, when they 
Ci. e. flatteries] are sren to be abused. TYRWHITT. 
[8] Todifltise speech-slgniiiw to disorder it, and so to-disgaiseit. 8TEE: 
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tie to fear judgment ; to fight, when I cannot choose 
and to eat no fish. ' 
Letu', What art thou ? 

^ent, A very honest-hearted fellow, and aa poor as 
the. king. 

Lear. If thou be as poor for a subject, as he is for a 
king, thou art poor enough. What wouldest thou } 
Kent, Service. 

Lear. Who wouldest thou serve ? 
Kent, You. 

Lear, Dost thou know me, fellow ? 
Kent, No, sir ; but you have that in your countenance, 
which I would fain call roaster. 
Lear^ What's that ? 
Kent, Authority. 

Lear, What services canst thou do i 

Kent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain message 
bluntW : that which ordinary men are fit for, I am 
qualined in ; and the best of me is diligence. 

Lear, How old art thou ? 

Kent. Not so young, sir, to love a woman for singing ; 
nor so old, to dote on her for any thing : I have years 
on my back forty-eight. 

Lear. Follow me ; thou shalt serve me ; if I like thee 

no worse after dinner, I will not part from thee yet 

Dinner, ho, dinner ! — Where's my knave ? my fool ? Go 
you, and call my fool hither : — 

Enter Steward, 
You, you, sirrah, where's my daughter ? 

Stevf, So please you, — \^Exit, 

Lear, What says the fellow there ? Call the clotpoU 
back.— Where's my fool, ho } — I think, the world's 
asleep.— How now i where's that mongrel ? 

Knight. He says, my lord, your daughter is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the slave back to me, when I 
called him i 



[ol To converse signifies immediately and properW to keep compatiy, not 
to Mscmtrse or talk. His meaning is, that he chooses for his companions men 
of reserve and caution ; men who are not tattlers nor tale-bearers. JOHNS. 

[i] In queen Elisabeth's time the Papists were esteemed* and with gqpd 
reason, enemies to the government. Hence the proverbial phrase of *« He*» 
an hooest man, and eats no fish to signify he's a friend to the government 
and « Protestant. The eating fish* on a religious account, being then esteem - 
cd such a badge of popery, that when it was enjoined for a season by act of 
parUament, for the eRCOuramroent of the fish-towns, it was thought necas- 
•VT to dfdart the reasoo : lienct it waa called Ccdrs fast. WARBs 
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* Knight. Sir, he answered me in the roundest manner, 
he would not. 
Lear, He would not ! 

Knight, My lord, I know not what the matter is ; but, 
to my judgment, your highness is not entertained with 
that ceremonious afiection as you were wont ; there's a 
great abatement of kindness appears, as well in the gen- * 
eral dependants, as in the duke himself also, and your 
daughter. 

Lear. Ha ! say est thou so ? 

Knight, I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, if I be 
mistaken ; for my duty cannot be silent, when I think 
your highness is wronged. 

Lear, Thou but rememberest me of mine own con- 
ception ; I have perceived a most faint neglect of late ; 
which I have rather blamed as mine own jealous curi- 
osity than as a very pretence' and purpose of un- 
kindness : I will look further into't.— But where's my 
fool ? I have not seen him this two days. 

Knight. Since my young lady's going into France, sir, 
the fool hath much pined away. 

Lear, No more of that ; I have noted it well.— Go 
you, and tell my daughter, I would speak with her.— 
(io you, call hither my fool. — 

Re-enter Steward. 
O, you sir, you sir, come you hither : Who am I, sir f 

Stew. My lady's father. 

Lear. My lady's father ! my lord's knave : you 
whoreson dog ! you slave ! you cur ! 

Stew. I am none of this, my lord ; I beseech you, 
pardon me. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal ? 

[Striking him. 

Stew. I'll not be struck, my lord. 

Kent, Nor tripped neither ; you base foot-ball player. 

[ Trififiitig u/i his h eels, 
Lear, I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest me, and ril 
love thee. 

Kent, Come, sir, arise, away ; I'll teach you differen- 
ces ; away, away : If you will measure your lubber's 
length again, tarry : but away : go to ; Have you wis- . 
do m so. [Pushes the Steward out, 

{ij By this phrase Lear means, I believe* a punctilious jeaJousv, resulting 
frcMn a scnipDlooswauhtulnrss of his own dignity. • ST£EVENS. 

C3] Pretence in Shakspcare generally alfDifies design, STEEVENS. 
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LecLv. Now, my friendly luiftve, I thank thee : there's 
earnest of thy service. \^GivinglL'e.}AT moneys 

Enter FooL • 
FooL Let me hire him too ; — Here's my coxcomb. 

\^Giving Kent his caf^ 
Lean, How now, my pretty knav^ ? how dost thou t 
FooL Sirrah, yeu were best take my coxcomb. 
Kent. Why, fool ? 

FooL Why ? For taking on«*s part that is opt of favour : 
: Nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind sits» thou*lt 
V . catch cold HhoHly : There^ take my coxcomb :^ Why, 
^^^16 fellow has banished two ol his d&ughters, and did 
the third a blessing against his will ; if thou follow him, 
thou must needs wear my cox€omb.— -How now,nuncle \ « 
• 'Would 1 had two coxeombs, and two daughters ! 
iean Why, my boy ? * 
FqoL If I gave them all my living, I'd )^«ep my cox«^ 
combs myself : There's mine ; beg another of thy 
daughters. ' ,^ 

Lear, Take heed, sirrah ; the whip. 
FoqL 'JTi'uth's a dog that must to kennel ; he must be 
whipped out, when Lady, the bracb,^ may stand by the 
fire and stink. 
Lear/Js. pestilent gall to me ! 
i^oo/. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a speech<^ 
Lear. Do. 

FooL Mark it, nunole : — 

Have more^than thou showest. 
Speak less than thou knowest, 
Lend less than thou owest,^ 
Ride more than thou Igoest, 
Learn more than thou trowest,* 
Set less than thou throwest ; 

, {4] Coxcomb— meaning his cap> called so, bccauseitn the top of the fool or 
jester's c;)p was sewed a piece of red ck>th> resembling the comb of a cock. 
The word, afterwards^ was used to denote a vain^ conceltedf meddling lel- 
low WARBURTO^J. I 
X5] It is remarkable at rhis day. that the lower people in Shropshire cal 
the jodge of assize " my nvmde the judge." ' V AILLANT. 

£4} Brack, a bitch of th« hunting kind. Lady is still a common name for a 
hound. So Hotspur ; 

" I had rather hear Lady ray brack howl in Irish." STEEV. 

[7] Do not lend all that thou hast. To vme in old English, ts U possess* If 
we be taken for to be indeht, the more prudent precept would be* 
Lend more than thou owest. JOHNSON, 
[81 To trow— is an old word> which signifies t« believe. The precwt w 
admiraUe. WARBURTON. ^ 
3* / VOL, VIII. 
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Leave thy drink and thy whore. 
And keep in-a-door. 
And thou shalt have more 
Than two tens to a score. 

Lear. This is nothing, fool. 

^ooL Then 'tis like the breath of an unfee'd law- 
yer ; you gave me nothing for't : Can you make no use 
of nothing, nuncle i ' 

Lear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out of 
nothine. 

jFooL Pr'ythce, tell him, so much the rent of his land 
comes to ; he will not believe a fool. [^To Kent.' 

Lear. A bitter fool ! 

I^ool. Dost thou know the difference, my boy, between 
a bitter fool and a sweet fool f 
Lear. No, lad ; teach me. 
Fool, That lord, that counsellM thee 
To give away thy land. 
Come, place him here by me, — 

Or do thou for him stand : 
The sweet and bitter fool 
Will presently appear ; 
The one in motley here. 
The other found out there. 

Lear. Dost thou call me fool, boy ? 

Fool. All thy other titles thou hast given away ; that 
thou wast born with. 

Ke?it. This is not altogether fool, my lord. 

Fooi. No, 'faith, lords and great men will not let me : 
if I had a monopoly out, they would have part on't :* 
and ladies too, they will not let me have all fool to 
myself ; they'll be snatching. — Give me an egg^nuncle, 
and I'll give thee two crowns. 

Lear. What two crowns shall they be t 

Fool. Why, after 1 have cot the egg i'the middle; 
and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. When 
thou clovest thy crown i'thc middle, and gavest away 
both parts, thou horest thine ass on thy back over the 
dirt : Thou hadst HtUe wit in thy bald crown, when 
ihou gavest thy golden one away. If I speak like myself 
in this, let him be whipi>ed that first finds it so. 



Zs)') A satire on the gross abases of monopolies at that time ; and the cor- 
rupcioa aud avarice of the coartiers^ nbo cooimonly \Tcnt shares with the 
iiatcwtc. WARBURTON. 



KINO LEAR^ 



FooU had neW le99 grace in a year ; [Singing. 

For wiae men are grovm/bptiiih ; ' 
And know not how their wita to wear^ 

Their manners are ao afiiah. 

Lear, When were you wont to be so full of songs, 
sirrah i 

FooL I have used it, nuncle, ever since thou madest 
thy daughters thy mother : for when thou gavest them 
the rod, and put'st down thine own breeches, 

Then they for audden joy did iveep^ Clinging. 

And Ifor aorrovf aungt 
That such a king should play bo-fieeji^ 
And go the fools among, 
Pr'ythee, nuncle. keep a school-master that can teach 
thy fool to lie ; I would fain learn to lie. , 
" Lear, If you lie, sirrah, we'll have you whipped. 
Fool, I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters are : 
They'll have me whipped for speaking true, thou'lt 
have me whipped for lying ; and, sometimes, I am 
« whipped for holding my peace. I had rather beany 
kind of thing, than a fool ; and yet I would not be thee, 
nuncle ; thou hast pared thy wit o*both sides, and left 
nothing i'the middle : Here conies one o'the parings. 

Enter Goneril. 
Lear. How now, daughter ? what makes that front- 
let on ?« Methinks you are too much of late i'the frown. 

FooL Thou wast a pretty fellow, when thou hadst no 
need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O with- 
out a figure : I am better than thou art now ; I am a 
fool, thou art nothiiig. — Yes, forsooth, I will hold my 
tongue ; [Jb Goneril.] so your face bids me, though 
you say nothing. JMom, mum, 

He that keeps nor crust nor crumb, 
' Weary of all, shall want some. — 
That'R a shealed peascod.^ [PointzJig to Lear. 

Gon. Not only, sir, this your all-licens'd fool. 

*« [i] There wai never a time when fools were Icf 8 in fsvoor ; and the rea- 
son is, that they were ne\ er so little wanted/ for wise men now supply iheVr 
place. JOHNSON. 

Zll A frontlet was a forehead-cloth nsed formerly hy ladies at *lghi to 
render that part smooth. Lear, I suppose, means to 8a;f,that Gonerll*8 brow 
was as completely covered hy a frown, as it would be oy a frontlet, mAL. 

[3] Now a mere husk, which contains nothing. The outside of \ing 
remains, but all the Intrinsic parts of royalty arc gone ; he h»s notKinaS 
five. JOHNSON. ' 
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Bat other of yovr insolent retinue 
Do hourly carp and qnarrel ; breaking forth 
In rank and not-to-be-endared riots. Sir, 
I had thought, by making this well known unto yott« 
To have found a safe redress ; but now grow fearful. 
By what yourself too late have spoke and done. 
That you protect this course, and put it on 
By your allowance ; which if you should, the fault 
Would not 'scapp censure, nor the redresses sleep ; 
Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal. 
Might in their working do you that offence. 
Which else were shame, that then necessity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 
FooL For you trow, nuncle, 

The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long. 
That it had its head bit off by its young. 

So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 
Lear, Are you our daughter ? 

Gon. Come, sir, 1 would, you would make use of that 
good wisdom whereof I know you are fraught ; and put 
away these dispositions, which of late transform you 
from what you rightly are. 

FooL May not an ass know when the cart draws the 
horse f — Whoop, Jug ! I love thee.' 

Lear, Does any here know me ? — Why this is not 
Lear : does Lear walk thus ^ speak thus ^ Where are 
his eyes i Either his notion weakens, or his discernings 
are lethargied. — Sleeping or waking -Ha ! sure 'tis 
not so : — Who is it that can tell me who I am ? — Lear's 
shadow \ I would learn that ; for by the marks of 
sovereignty, knowledge, and reason, I should be false 
persuaded I had daughters. — 

FooL Which they will make an obedient father. 

Lear, Your name, fair gentlewoman i 

Gon, Come, sir ; 
This admiration is much o'the favour 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my purposes aright : ^ 
As you are old and reverend, you should be wise : 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires ; 
Me n so disorder'd, so debauch'd, and bold, 

[5] There ire in the fool's speeches several passages which seem to be 
proverbial allustofis, perhaps not now to be understood. JOHNSON. 

In a very old dramatic piece entitled. The longer thou Uvest, the more fni 
thou arty we find the following stage-direction : " Entreth Moros, conatM*- 
fliicing a vaine gesture and a foolish coontenance^ synginr the foett §f mm/f 
.JmnisusfioharcvamtV MALONE. 
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That this our coort, infected with their manDers, # 

Shows like a riotous inn : t|>icuri8m and lost 

Make it more like a taveni, or a brothel. 

Than a grac'd palace.^ The shame itself doth speak 

For instant remedy : Be then desir'd 

By her, that else will take the thing she begs, 

A little to disquantity your train ; 

And the remainder, that shall still depend, ^ 

To be such men as may besort your age, 

And know themselves and you. 

Lear. Darkness and devils ! — 
Saddle my horses ; call my train together.-— 
Degenerate bastard ! I'll not trouble thee ; 
Yet have 1 left a daughter. 

Gon.You strike my people ; and your disorder*d rabble 
Make servants of their betters. 

Enter Albany. 
i^ar. Woe.that too late repents, — 0,sir,are you come ? 
Is it your will ? [To Alb.] Speak, sir. — Prepare my 
horses. 

Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 
More hideous, when thou show'st thee in a child. 
Than the sea-monster ! ' 
Alb» Pray, sir, be patient 

Lear. Detested kite ! thou liest : [To Goneril. 
My train are men of choice and rarest parts, 
That all particulars of duty know ; 
And in the most exact regard support 
The worships of their name. — O most small fault, 
How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show \ 
Which, like an engine, • wrench'd my frame of nature 
From the fix'd place ; drew from my heart all love. 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear ! 
Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in, [Striking his head. 
And thy dear judgment out ! — Go, go, my people. 
- Alb. My lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath mov'd you. 

Lear, It may be so, my lord. — Hear, nature, hear 
Dear goddess, hear ! Suspend thy purpose, if 



r6l A palace graced by the presence of a sovereign. WARBURTON. 

M Depend— for continue in service. WARBURTON. 

[oj Mr. Upton obBenres> that the sea-monstrr is the Hippopotamus, the 
hierof iTphic^l symbol of impiety and ingratitude. Sandys, m nis Travels, 
says—*' that he kiileth his sire, and ravisheth his own dam." STEEY. 

^1 Mr. Edwurds cnnjf cturet that by an engine is meant the rack* He k 
Flint. To tnfjine it, la Chaucco to ifra/* opon the rack. S T££V£NS 



34 



KINS LBAm. 



TUmi didst intend to make this creature fruitful ! 

Into her womb convey sterility * 

Dry up in her the organs of increase ; 

And from her derogate body ' never spring 

A babe to honour her ! If she must teem» 

Create her child of spleen ; that it may live 

And be a thwart disnatur'd torment to her ! 

Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 

With cadent tears* fret channels in her cheeks ; 

Turn all her mother's pains, and benefits. 

To laughter and contempt ; that she may feel 

How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is 

To have a thankless child ! — Away, away ! [£jrV. 

jilb. Now, gods, that we adore, whereof comes this t 

Gon. Never afflict yourself to know the cauae ; 
But let his disposition have that scope 
That dotage gives it. 

Re-enter Lear. 

Zear. What, fifty of my followers, at a clap ! 
Within a fortnight t 

Atb. What's the matter, sir ? 
' Lear, Pll tell thee ;~Life and death ! I am asham^ 
That thou hast power to shake my manhood thus : 

[To GONSHXX*. 

That these hot tears which break from me perforce. 
Should make thee worth them.— Blasts and fogs upon 
thee ! 

The untented^ woundiogs of a father's curse 
Pierce every sense about thee !— Old food eyes» 
Beweep this cause again, I'll pluck you out ; 
And cast you, with the waters that you lose. 
To temper clay.— Ha ! is it come to this } 
Let it be so :— Yet have I left a daughter* 
Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable ; 
When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She'n flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt find, 
That I'll resume the shape which thou dost think 
I have cast off for ever ; thou shalt, I warrant thee. 

[Exeunt Lear, Kent, and AttendtaOi* 

Gon. Do you mark that, my lord j| 

Mb, I cannot be so partial, Goneril, 

rn Derogate<-for degraded; blasted. TOHNSON. 
[21 Cadent tean— i. e. falliog tears. STEEVENS. 
L3 J Vnttn$td woonds— means woands in their worst state* not liaviiV a 
in them to digest them, and may nosssiUf signify bcresoch at wilLpflt 
admits of inriog a (ent pot into them for that fvyoici STEEySN9^ 



To the great love I bear you, — 

. Gon, Pray you, content,— What, Oswald, ho ! 
You, sir, more knave than fool, after your master. 

[7b the Fool, 

Fool Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, and take the 
fool with thee. 

A fox, when one has caught her. 

And such a daughter. 

Should sure to the slaughter. 

If my cap would buy a halter ; 

So the fool follows after. [Exit, 

Gon, This man hath had good counsel : — A hundred 
knights \ 

'TIS politic, and safe, to let him keep 
At point,* a hundred knights. Yes, that on every 
dream. 

Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike. 
He may enguard his dotage with their powers. 
And hold our lives in mercy— Oswald, I say !— 

Mb, Well, you may fear too far. 

Gon. Safer than trust : 
Let me still take away the harms I fear, 
Not fear still to be taken. I know his heart : 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my sister ; 
If she sustain him, and his hundred knights. 
When I have 8how*d the unfitness,— How now, Oswald^ 

Enter Steward, 
Wiiat, have you writ that letter to my sister f 

Stew. Ay, madam. 

Gon, Take you some company, and away to hors« : 
Inform her full of my particular fear ; 
And thereto add such reasons of your own. 
As may compact it more. Get you gone ; 
And hasten your iseturn. [Exit ^Sr^.]— No,no, my lor4» 
This milky gentleness, and course of yours. 
Though I condenm it not, yet, under pardon. 
You are much more attask'd for want of wisdom. 
Than prais*d for harmful mildness. 

jfib. How far your eyes may pierce, f cannot tell ; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what's well. 

Gon, Nay, tlien— 

Mb. Well, well ; the -event. lExeunl. 

to At point— I believe, oMWit cooMlctely amcdU ndeoMnMcmlT rndf 
Bt appointment or cwnaand on the iliglttett oolSscb . STSCVflMS. 
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SCENE V. 

Court before the tame. Enter Leab, Kbnt, and Fool. 

Lear. Go you before to Gloster with these letters : ac- 
quaint my daughter no further with any thii.g you know, 
than comes from her demand out of the letter : If your 
diligence be not speedy, I shall be there before you. 

Kent, I will not sleep, my lord, till I have delivered 
your letter. [Exit. 

Fool. If a man's brains were in his heels, were't not 
in danger of kibes ? 

Lear. Ay, boy. 

Fool. Then, I pr'ythee, be merry ; thy wit shall not 
go slip-shod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Fool. Shalt see, thy other daughter will use thee 
kindly : for though she's as like this as a crab is like 
an apple, yet I can tell what I can tell. 

Lear. Why, what canst thou tell, my boy ?• 

Fool. She will taste as like this, as a crab does to a 
crab. Thou canst tell, why one's nose stands i' the 
middle of his face ? 

Lear. Na 

Fool. Why, to keep his eyes on either side his noae ; 
tiiat what a man cannot smell out, he may spy into. 
Lear. I did her wrong :«-^— 
Fool. Canst tell how an oyster makes his shell ? 
Lear. No. 

Fool. Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a snail has a 
house. 
Lear. Why ? 

Fool. Why, to put his head in ; not to give it away to 
his daughters, and leave his horns without a case. 

Lear. I will forget my nature.— So kind a father (— 
Be my horses ready f 

Fool. Thy asses are gone about *(em. The reason why 
the seven stars are no more than seven, is a pretty reaaon. 

Lear, Because they are not eight ? 

FooL Yes, indeed : Thou wouldest make a good fool. 

Lear. To take it again perforce !7— Monster ingrat- 
' itude ! 

Fool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I'd have thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 

[63 He U musing on CordelU. JOMTlSON. 

rjj He It meditating oa hit dau^ter's having; in to viol nt a mumrrif 
prtved hint of those pri vilegei vrloc^ tefc«r« %Wtad toij^juK bte 
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Lear. How*8 that ? 

Fool. Thou shouldst not have been old, before thou 
hadst been wise. 

Lear. O let me not be mad^ not mad, sweet heaven ! 
Keep me in temper ; I would not be road !— 

Enter Gentleman* 
How now ! are the horses ready ? 

Gent, Ready, my lord. 

Lear. Come, boy. 

FooL She that is maid now, and faughs at my de- 
parture. 

Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut shorter. 

\Rxeunt, 

ACT 

SCENE Court vtithin the Cattle of the Earl of Glostsb. 

Enter Edmond and Curan, meeting. 

Edm. S WE thee, Curan. 

Cur. Andvou, sir. I have been with your father; 
and given him notice, that the duke of Cornwall, and 
Regan his duchess, will be here with him to-night. 

Edm. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay, I know not : You have heard of the news 
abroad ; I mean, the whispered ones, for they are yet 
but ear-kissing arguments.* 

Edm. Not I ; Tray you, what are they ? 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 'twixt 
the dukes of Cornwall and Albany ? 

Edm. Not a word. 

Cur. You may ihen, in time. Fare you well, sir. 

IBxit. 

Edm. The duke be here to-night ? The better ! Best ? 
This weaves itself perforce into my business ! 
My father hath set guard to take my brother ; 
And I have one thing, of a queazy question,^ 
Which I must act : — Briefness, and fortune, work !— 
Brother, a word descend :— Brother, 1 say ; 

Enter Edgar. 
My father watches O sir, fly this place ; 

t6} £ar>fa*ijAir arrumnts meant that they are yet In reality only vkis- 
^r'dones. STEEVENS. 
C7] ^teaxy— me:uis delicate* whzt reqoirei to be handled oMt • STEXV* 
4f VOL. Vlll. 
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Intelligence is given where you are hid ; 
YoD have now the good advantage of the night 
Have you not spoken 'gainst the duke of Cornwall ? 
He's comkng hither ; now, i'the night, i'the haste. 
And Regan with him ; Have you nothing said 
Upon his party 'gainst the duke of Albany ^ 
Advise yourself. 

Mdg. I am sure on't, not a word. 

Edm. I hear my father coming, — Pardon roe 
In cunning, I must draw my sword upon you - 
Draw : Seem to defend yourself : Now quit you well. 
Yield .come before my father -Light, ho, here !— 
Fly, brother ; — Torches ! torches ! — So, farewell. — 

{^Rxit Edgar. 
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

[ Wound* htM arm. 
Of my more fierce endeavour : I have seen drunkards 
Do more than this in sport. — Father ! father ! 
Stop, stop ! No help f 

Enter Gloster, and Servants with torches. 

Glo, Now, Edmund, where's the villain f 

JSdm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword Ottt> 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the mooa 
To stand liis auspicious mistress.* 

Glo. Hut where is he f 

Edm. Look, ur, I bleed. 

Gio, Wtiere Is the villaiix, Edmund ^ 

Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no means he coald— > 

Glo. Pursue him, ho !— Go after. lEafit Serv.^-^By 
no means,— wliat 

Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your lordship ; 
But that I told him, the revenging gods 
'Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend ; 
Spoke, with how manifold apd strong a bond 
The child was bound to the father ;-^6ir, in .fine, 
To his upnatuntl putpose, in fell motion. 
With his prepared sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, lanc*d mine arm : 
But when he saw my best alarum'd spirits. 
Bold in the quarrel's right, rous'd to the encoaoter. 
Or whether gasted by the noise I made,* 

1:8] Hiit WM a proper circamstance to urge to Cloeter ; who vpftwn, hf 
passeit between him and hU bMtard ton in a fiire||oiiw scene, to Ire 
very luperstitious with regard to this matter. WAJIBURTON. 
X53 G.i$tea-ft lght«d. JOHNSON. 
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Fall suddenly he fled. 

G/o. Let him fly far : 
Not in this land shall he remain uncaught ; 
And found— Despatch. — The noble duke my master^ 
My worthy arch * and patron, comes to-night ; 
By his authority I will proclaim it. 
That he, who finds him, shall deserve our thanks. 
Bringing the murderous coward to the stake ; 
He, that conceals him, death. 

Edm, When I dissuaded him from his intent. 
And found him pight to do it, with curst speech^ 
I threaten*d to discover him : He replied, 
Thou unfiosaeaaing bastard ! doat thou thinky 
If I loould stand against thee^ would the refiosal^ 
Of any trusty virtue, or worthy in thee 
Make thy words faith'd ? No : what I should deny 
( As this I would ; ay, though thou didst firoduce 
My very character , J Pd turn it all 
To thy suggestion^ filot^ and damned firactice : 
jfnd thou must make a dullard of the world, 
If they not thought the firofits of my death 
Were very firegnant and potential spurs 
To make thee seek it. . 

G/o. Strong and fastened villain ! 
Would he deny his letter ? — I never got him. 

[Trumpets within. 
Hark, the duke's trumpets ! I know not why he comes : — 
All ports ru bar ; the villain shall not 'scape ; 
The duke must grant me that : besides, his picture 
I will send far and near, that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him ; and of my land. 
Loyal and natural bqy, I'll work the means 
To make thee capable. 

Enter Cornwall, Rbgan> and Attendants, 
Corn, How now, my noble friend ? since I came hither, 
(Which I can call but now,) I have heard strange news. 
^ Reg, If it be true, all vengeance comes too short. 
Which can pursue the ofiender. How dost, my lord ? 
Glo, O madam, my old heart is crack'd, is cracked ! 
Reg, What did my father^i godson seek your life ? • 

[I] Arch'-'ue. chiefs a word now Dt«d only in coiniiosition, as arefhanget, 
arck-duke, STEEVENS. 

C2] Pight— is pitched^ fixed, settled. Cant— ii wvnxt, harth, vehenumtlT 
anifry. lOHNSON. . 

C3] i . c Would any opinion that men have repoicd In thy trqit,ybt«eftoi ^ 
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He "whom my father namM f your Edgar f 

Glo. O, lady, lady, Bhame would have it hid ! 

Beg'. Was he not companion with the riotous knight* 
That tend upon|iny father f 

Glo. I know not, madam : 
It is too bad, too bad. — 

£dm. Yes, madam, he was. 

Beg, No marvel then, though he were ill affected 
'Tis they have put him on the old man's death. 
To have the waste and spoil of his revenues. 
I have this present evening from my sister 
Been well informed of them ; and with such cautions. 
That, if they come to sojourn at my house, 
1*11 not be there. 

Corn. Nor I, assure thee, Regan. — « 
Edmund, I hear that you have shown your father 
A child-like ofBce. 

£dm. *Twas my duty, sir. 

Glo. He did bewray his practice ;^ and receiv*d 
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 

Corn. Is he pursued ^ 

Glo. Ay, my good lord, he is. 

Com. If he be taken, he shall hcver more 
Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own purpose, 
How in my strength you please. — For you, Edmund, 
Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant 
So much commend itself, you shall be ours ; 
Natures of such deep trust we shall much need ; 
You we first seize on. 

Edm. I shall serve you, sir. 
Truly, however else. 

Glo. For him I thank your grace. 

Corn. You know not why we came to visit you,— 

Keg. Thus out of season ; threading dark-ey'd night. 
Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poize,' 
Wherein we must have use of your advice : — 
Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister. 
Of differences, which I best thought it fit 
To answer from our home ;^ the several messengers 
From hence attend despatch. Our good old friend. 
Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow 
Vour needful counsel to our business, 



C4] Bewray— that It, discover, betray. STEEV. 

g] Some 'weight* or moment. MALONE. 
] Not at lioin«, bat at some other place. JOHNSON. - .% 
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Which craves the iostant use. 

G/o. r serve you, madam : 
Your graces are right welcome. \Extunt, 

SCENE. 11. 

Before Gloster'^ Cattle, Enter Kbvt and Stevsard eeverally. 

Stew. Good dawning to thee, friend : Art of the house f 
Kent, Ay. 

Stew, Where may we set our horses ? 
Kent, I*the mire. 

Steto, Pr'ythee, if thou love me, tell me. 
^ Kent. I love thee not. 

Stew, Why, then I care not for thee. 

Kent, If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold,* 1 would 
make thee care for me. 

Stew. Why dost thou use me thus } I know thee not. 

Kent, Fellow, 1 know thee. 

Stew, What dost thou know me for } 

Kent, A knave ; a rascal, an eater of broken meats ; 
a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three-suited, hundred- 
pound, nlthy worsted-stocking knave a lily-liver'd, 
action-taking knave ; a whorson, glass-gazing, super- 
serviceable, finical rogue ; one-trunk-inheriting slave ; 
one that wouldest be a bawd, in way of good service, 
and art nothing but the composition of a knave, beggar^ 
coward, pandar, and the son and heir of a 'mongrel 
bitch : one whom I will beat into clamorous whining, if 
thou deniest the least syllable of thy addition. 

Stew, Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, thus to 
rail on one,that is neither known of thee,nor knows thee? 

Kent, What a brazen-faced varlet art thou to deny 
thou knowest.me i Is it two days ago, since I tripped up 

[61 The allusien which teems to be contained in tiiis line I (lo>noc nnde^ 
stand la the violent eriiqptlon of reproaches which hurst from Kent in diia 
•McKaloeue. there are some epithets which the commentators h^ve left wiex* 
paonded* and which I am not very able to nuke dear. Lily-livrr'd— 4s cow- 
ardly ; white-flooded and whiteAiver'd are still in vulgar use. JOHNS. 

[7 J Three suited knave,— might mean, in an age of ostentations finery like 
that of Shakspearef one who bad no greater cmmge of cloaths than three 
suits would furnish him with. A worsttd-stocking knave— is another re- 
proach of the same kind. The atockiogs in England* in the reign of qneen 
Elisabeth* as I learn from Stubbs*ii Anatomie of Abuses, printed in 1 595^ 
were remarkably eiq^ensive, and scarce any other kind than sUk were wiom. 
even, at this author s^ys, by those who had not above ferty ahiUinss a year 
wages. STEEVENS. 

m Thairito, titUs.^%xnt is not only bolsteroat in-Us aaaoeri, Imi iliwIII^Li 
in nis language. His excessive ribaldry proceeds firem an over lolleltadMflj 
prevent being discovered : like St^ Peter's swearing froBi a tUBllHr aMMfl 

4* VOL. VJIl. ™ 
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thy heels, and beat thee, before the king ? Draw, you 
rogue : for, though it be night, the mooon shines ; 111 
make a sop o'the moonshine of you. Draw, you whorsoa 
cullionly barber-monger, draw. {^Drawing hia 9Vford, 

Stew, Away ; I have nothing to do with thee. ^ 

Kent. Draw, you rascal : you come with letters 
against the king ; and take vanity the puppet's part»^ 
against the royalty of her father : Draw, you rogue, or 
1*11 so carbonado your shanks :-^raw, you rascal ; 
come your ways. 

^^^ft;. Help, ho ! murder ! help ! 

£ent. Strike, you slave ; stand, rogue, stand ; you 
neat slave, strike. eating him. 

Stew, Help, ho ! murder ! murder ! 

£nter Edmund, Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, 
and Servants. 

Edm, How now ? What's the matter ? Part 

Kent. With you» goodman boy, if you please ; com^, 
1 11 flesh you ; come on, young master. 

Glo, Weapons ! arms ! What's the matter here ? 

Corn, Keep peace, upon your lives ; 
He dies, that strikes again : What is the matter } 

Reg, The messengers from our sister and the king. 

Corn, What is your diflference } speak. 

Stew, I am scarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent, No marvel, you have so bestirred your valour. 
You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in thee ; a tailor 
made thee. 

Corn, Thou art a strange fellow : a tailor make a man } 

Kent, Ay, a tailor, sir ; a stone-cutter, or a painter^ 
could not have made him so ill, though they had been 
but two hours at the trade. 

Corn, Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew.ThX^ ancient ruffian, sir,whose life I have spar'd, 
At suit of his grey-beard, — 

Kent, Thou whorson zed ! thou unnecessary letter ?* 
— My lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread thia 
unbolted villain > into mortar, and daub the wall of a 
jakes with him.*»Spare my greybeard, you wagtail ? 



ro3 Alloding to th« mytteriestor aHegoHcaltliowB, in which vanity* i 
tvTand other vices, were pereoniM. JOHNSON. 

(I] Zed M here probably used as a term of contempt* because it tt the last 
letter in the English a}phafan> and as its place may be sopfilicd by S, and the 
Koman alpbabet has it not. STEEV EN S. 

t3] VnboltM mortar is moMar made of nnsifted lime, and tl^rrfore So 
break the lumps it u necessary to tread it hy means ot wooden ahocs* This 
mbpit9d vUtein is thcrtfbrc this c§ane rascal. TOLLET. 
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Com, Peace, sirrah ! 
You beastly knave, know you no reverence \ 

Kent. Yes, sir ; but anger has a privilege. 

Corn, Why art thou angry \ ^ 

Kent. That such a slave as this should wear a sword. 
Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as theae» 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwain 
Which are too iot rinse t' unloose: 3 smooth every passioQ 
That in the natures of their lords rebels ; 
Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods ; 
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
With every gale and vary of their masters,^ 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but ibllowiog.-— 
A plague upon your epileptic visage !^ 
Smile you my speeches, as 1 were a fool } 
Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain, 
I'd drive ye cackling home to Camelot.* 

Corn, What, art thou mad, old fellow ? 

Glo. How fell you out i 
Say that. 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy. 
Than I and such a knave. 

Corn, Why dost thou call him knave ? What's his 
offence i 

Kent, His countenance likes me not. 

Corn. No more, perchance, docs mine, or his> or heis. 

Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain ; 
I have seen better faces in my time. 
Than stands on any shoulder that I see 
Before me at this instant. 

Corn, This is some fellow, 
Who, having been prais'd for bluntness, doth affect 
A saucy roughness ; and constrains the garb, 
Quite from his nature ; He cannot flatter, he !— . 



(3] By cheae hoJy cords the poet means the natural union between parents 
and childrai. The metaphor is taken from the rords of tht umcinary ; 
and the fomentert of family diflTerei ces are compared to those sacrUMruTpg 
ratr. The expresssion is fine and noble. WARBURTON. 

C43 The halcyon is the bird otherwise called the kIng-fisher. Tlie VQlgar 
opinion was. that this bird> if honfr up, would vary with the wind, and by 
that means show from what point it blew. &T££V£NS. 

ISi frighted countenance of a roan ready to full in a fit. JOHNS. 

[6] Cametot was the place where the romances say king Arthur kcQt his 
court in the west ; so this alludes to some proverbial speech in those ro- 
mances. WARBURTON. 

In Somersetshire, near Camelot. are many large moors, whtre are bred 
great quantities of geescj so thatmany other ^Iace« ate from hence jsppUcd 
with ^piUlt wd ivMnerB. HAMHCR* 



44* KING LBAR. ACT if. 

Ad honest mind and plain» — he mast speak troth : 

An they will take it, so ; if not, he's plain. 

These kind of knaves I know, which in this plainness 

Harbour more craft, and more corrapter enos, 

Than twenty sillj dacking ohservants, 

That stretch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity. 
Under the allowance of your grand aspect. 
Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On dickering Phoebus' front,— 

Com. What mean'st by this ^ 

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you discom- 
mend so much. I know, sir, I am no flatterer : he that 
beguiled you, in a plain accent, was a plain knave ; 
which, for my part, I will not be, though I should win 
your displeasure to intreat me to it.^ 

Com. What was the offence you gave him ? 

Stevf. Never any : 
It pleas'd the king his master, very late, 
To strike at me, upon his misconstruction ; 
When he, conjunct, and flattering his displeasure, 
Tripp'd me behind ; being down, insulted, rail'd, 
And put vpon him such a deal of man. 
That worthy'd him, got praises of the king 
For him attempting who was self-sobdu'd ; 
And, in the fle&hment of this dread exploit. 
Drew on me here. 

Kent. None of these rogues, and cowards. 
But Ajax is their fool.* 

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks, ho ? 
You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend braggart. 
We'll teach you— 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn : 
Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king ; 
On whose-employment I was sent to you : 
You shall do small respect, show too bold malice 
Against the grace and person of my master, 
Stocking his messenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks : 
As I've life and honour, there shall he sit till noon. 

Reg. Till noon ! till nighty my lord ; and all night too. 

Kent. Why, madam, if f were your father's dog, 

[i1 Thoogh I ihoold win foo, displeased as 700 now are« to like sm to 
well as to intreat me to be a knave. JOHNSON. 

[8] Ajax is a foo\ to then, there ars nfit of tliese Icnaves and cowat^ 
tfut if yon beliere tliemsehrrs, are not so brave, that Ajax is a foolcoBpartd 
to tlKoi. M. MASON. 
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You should not use me so. 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. [Stoekt brought out* 

Corn. Tins is a fellow of the sel^-same colour 
Our sister speaks of Come, bring away the stockfti 

Glo. Let me beseech your grace not to do so : 
His fault is much, and the good king his master 
Will check him for't : Your purpos'd low correct ioa 
Is such, as basest and contemned'st wretches, 
For pilferings aad most common trespasses. 
Are punish'd with : the king must take it ill. 
That he's so slightly valued in his messenger. 
Should have him thus restrain'd,: 

Corn. I'll answer that. 

Beg. My sister may receive it much more worse, 
To have her gentleman abus'd, assaulted. 
For following her affairs. — Put in his legs. — 

[Kent is put in the stack*. 
Come, my good lord ; away. [Exeunt Reg. and Corn. 

G/o.I am sorry for thee,friend; 'tis the duke's pleasure* 
Whose disposition, all the world well knows. 
Will not be rubb'd, nor stopp'd I'll intreat for thee. 

Kent, Pray do not, sir : I have watch'd,andtraveU'd 
hard ; 

Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I'll whistle. 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels : 
Give you good morrow ! 

Glo. The duke's to blame in this ; ^will be ill taken. 

[Exit. 

Kent. Good king, that must approve the common 
saw ! * 

Thou out of heaven's benediction com'st 
To the warm sun ! 

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe, 

That by thy comfortable beams I may 

Peruse this letter !— Nothing almost sees miracles. 

But misery ; — I know, 'tis from Cordelia ; 

Who hath most fortunately been inform'd 

Of my obscured course ; and shall 6nd time 

From this enormous state,— -seeking to give 

r»]Met»p]iorfWMi bowling; WARBURTON. ^ 
Ci J That art now to eavmpUfy the common proverb. That out of, &c. 
That chi9is«st better for worse. Haomer obterYes, that it {5 ^ proverbial 
sayim*. allied totbote who are turned out of house and liome into the opca 
weaiber. It was prrhapt used of men dismitsed fh>ni an hospital, or house 
of chari»3^» stich as was erected formerlv in many places for travellers. 
Ttee l|o«Mit had munet pecferly cnoagh aUndcd to by /wntm's ktmdktiott. 
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Losses their remedies All weiry and o'er-watch'd. 
Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to hehold 
This shamenil lodging. 

Fortone, eood night ; smile once more ; tnm thy wheel * 



SCENE III. 

A Part of the Heath. Enter Edgab. 

£dg, I heard myself proclaim'd ; 
And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 
EscapM the hunt. No port is free ; no place, 
That guard, and most unusual vigilance. 
Does not attend my taking. While I may scape, 
1 will preserve myself : and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape. 
That ever penury, in contempt of man. 
Brought near to beast : my face Til grime with filth ; 
Blanket my loins ; elf all my hair in knots ;^ 
And with presented nakedness out-face 
The winds, and persecutions of the sky. 
The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices. 
Strike in their numb'd and mortifyM bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary ; 
And with this horrible object, from low farms, 
Poor pelting villages, 3 sheep-cotes and mills, 
Sometin>e with lunatic bans, sometime with prayers. 
Enforce their charity. — Poor Turlygood ! poor Tom 
That's something yet Edgar I nothing am' !* lExit, 



[71 Hair thus knotted was vulgarly supposed to be the work of elves and 
fairies in the night. So in Remeo and fufiet : 

" - ■ - p lats the manes of horses in the night. 
" And cakes the eif locks in foul sluttish hairs, 
" Which once untangled^ mach misfortune bodes." STCEVENS. 
Pelting is» I believe, only an accidental depravation of petty, Shak- 
•peare ases it, in A Midsummer Night* t Dream, of smaii brooks, JOHNSON. 
Again« in Troilus and Cressida, Hector says to Achilles : 

«* We have had pelting wars since yoa refas'd 
" The Grecian caose.'^ ST££V£NS. 
C4] We shookl read Twlupin. In the 14th century there was a new spe- 
cies of gipsies, called Turlapins, a fraternity of nakea beggars^ which ran up 
and down Europe. However the church of Rome hath dignified them wim 
the name of heretics, and actually burned some of them at Paris. Bat what 
sort of religionists they were« appears from Genebnrd's account of thcqu 
TOrlnpinCyniconim sectam snscltantes.de ncditate pndendonun &publieo 
coitu." Plainly, nothing but a band of Tom-o'- Bedlams, WARBURTON. 

Ci] As Edgar I am ont-lawed> dead in law : I have no loojser any political 
exuteoce. JOHNSON% * r-. 
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SCENE IV. 

Before GlostkkV ^<ufZp. Enter LmAs^ /bo/, ofu/ Geitfi^emte. 

X^a.'Tis straDge,that they »hoald sodepart from home, 
And not send back my messenger. 

Gent, As I learn'd. 
The night before there was no purpose in them 
Of this remove. 

Xent. Hail to thee, noble master ! 

Lear. How ! 
Mak*8t thoa this shame thy pastime ? 

Kent. No, my lord. 

FooL Ha,ha ; look ! he wears cruel garters Hors- 
es are tied by the heads ; dogs, and bears, by the 
neck ; monkies by the loins, and men by the legs : 
when a man is over-lusty at legs, then he wears wooden 
nether-stocks. 7 

Lear. What's he, that hath so much thy place mistook 
To set thee here ? 

Kent. It is both he and she, 
Your son and daughter. 

Lear. No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No, I say. 

Kent. I say, yea. 

Lear. No, no ; they would not. 

Kent. Yes, they have. 

Lear. By Jupiter, I swear no. 

Kent. Bv Juno, I swear, ay. 

Lear. They durst not do*t : 
Thev could not, would notdo't ; 'tis worse than murder, 
To do upon respect such violent outrage 
Resolve me, with all modest haste, which way 
Thou mieht*st deserve, or they impose, this usage, 
Coming trom lis. 

Kent. My lord, when at their home 
I did c^tmmend your highness' letters to them. 
Ere I was risen from the place, that showed 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post, 

[61 1 b?l«ev« a quibble was here intcndedl. rrtouW— tiffnifiet wonted* oT 
wiiic]i ttockliisi, fBrtert* nighMpt, be. are nade. ST£EVENSk 

C7j Vttfut'StKki'^ the old word for ttockingt. Breeches were at that 
tine culled *' men's tntrtHeku'^'^&o^'tutly. in this jilace, has a doable sig- 
nlMflott ; lusUnBU anciently meaning sauciniss. STEEVCNS. 

C8] To vidlate die poblic and vtneiable character of a mevenger from the 
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StewM Iq his haste, half breathless, panting forth 

From Goneril his mistress, salutations ; 

Delivered letters, spite of intermission,* 

Which presently they read : on whose contentSt 

They summon 'd up their meiny,* straight took hone ; 

Commanded me to follow, and attend 

The leisure of their answer \ gave me cold looks : 

And meeting here the other messenger, 

Whose welcome, I perceiv'd, had poison'd milie^ 

(Being the very fellow that of late 
)isplay'd so saucily against your highness,) 
Having more man than wit about me, drew ; 
He rais'd the house v/ith loud and coward cries : 
Your son and daughter found this trespass worth 
The shame which here it suffers. 

FnoL Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geese fly that 
way.* 

Fathers, that wear rags, 

Do make their children blind ; 
But fathers, that wear bags. 

Shall see their children kind. 
Fortune, that arrant whore. 
Ne'er turns the key to the poor.— - 

But, for all this, thou shalt have as many dolours for 
thy daughters, as thou canst tell in a year.* 

Lear, O, how this mothers swells up toward my heart! 
Hysterica fiaaaio i down, thou climbing sorrow. 
Thy element's below ! — Where is this daughter f 

Kent, With the earl, sir, here within. 

l,ear. Follow me not ; 
Stay here. {Exit, 

Gent. Msidc yoQ no more offence than what you speAk 6it 

Kent. None. 

How chance the king comes with so small a train f 

JFooL An thou hadst been set i'the stocks for tkat 
question, thou hadst well deserved it. 

[83 spite 9f inttrmiisim U without paase, without tdRrikig tint* to Inter- 
vene. So in Maeh9th s 

** Gentle heaven 

» Cot slMifC all tutermitsivn.'* 8TE£y £NS. 

C93 KSKMf-->i.e^ people. POPE — ^IlioBRh the word meiny be now obto. 
Itte, the word M««iW*-which U derived fram it is ttiU in use. MASON. 
Cf ] tf thl»be thefrbdiKvioiir, eke king^ tHooMee ere not yet at m cud. 

lOHKiON. 

t2j Q^iibUe i«UfKled between ddaurs 9nA dollars, HA NMEB. 
Z^l The disease called the Mother »wlSyUerica PeasU, which In oosu Or 
thor's time was not thought to peculiar to women only. PEECY.* 
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Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool, We'll set thee to school to an ant, to teach thee 
there's no laboaring in the winter. All that follow their 
noses are led by their eyes, but blind men ; and there's 
not a nose among twenty, but can smell him that's 
stinking. J^et go thy hold, when a great wheel runs 
down a hill, lest it break thy neck with following it ; 
but the great one that goes up the hill, let him draw 
thee after. When a wise man gives thee better coun- 
sel, give me mine again : I would have none but knaves 
follow it, since a fool gives it* 

That, sir, which serves and seeks for gain, 

And follows but for form. 
Will pack, when it begins to rain, 

And leave thee in the storm. 

But I will tarry ; the fool will stay. 

And let the wise man fly : 
The knave turns fool, that runs away ;9 

The fool no knave, perdy. 

KenL Where leam'd you this, fool i 
Fool, Not i'the stocks, fool. 

Re-enter Lear, vjith Gloster. 
Lear, Deny to speak with me ? They are sick they 
are weary ? 

They have travell'd hard to night ? Mere fetches ; 
The images of revolt and flying off ! 
Fetch me a better answer. 

Glo My dear lord. 
You know the fiery quality of the duke ; 
How unremoveable and fix'd he is 
In his own course. 

Lear, Vengeance ! plague ! death ! confusion ! — 
Fiery i what quality ? Why, Gloster, Gloster, 

C8] One cannot too much commend the cantion wliich oar moral poet 
u8e«»o(t all occasions, to prevent his sentiment from being perversely takeo. 
So here, having given an ironical precept in commendation of perfidy and 
base desertion of die onfortonate, for fear it shonld be understood teriouslv* 
though delivered by his buffeon or jester, he has the precaution to add this 
beautiful corrective^ full of tine sense "I would have AOne but knaves fi>l* 



[o] The sense wilfbe mended if we read. 

But I will tarry ; the fool will stay. 

And let the wise atan fly ; 
The fool turns knave* that runt away ; 
The knave no fiao h 

That I stay with the king is proof that I am a fool, the wise men Vtt drsmlng 
hlnft. There is knavery in this desertim, b&t there it no Wy, JOHIW. 
5 VOL. VIII. 
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I'd speak with the duke of Cornwall, and his wife. 
Glo. Well, my good lord, I have informed them sa 
Ltear, Inform*d them ! Dost thou understand me, man ? 
Olo. Ay, my good lord. 

Leur. The king would speak with Cornwall ; the 
dear father 

Would with his daughter speak, commands her service : 

Are thev inforra'd of this -My breath and blood !— 

Fiery } 'fhe fiery duke Tell the hot duke, that— 

Ko, but not yet may be, he is not well : 

Infirmity doth still neglect all office. 

Whereto our health is bound ; we are not ourselves, 

When nature, being oppress'd, commands the mind 

To suffer with the body : I'll forbear ; 

And am fallen out with my more headier will. 

To take the indispos'd and sickly fit 

For the sound man.— Death on my state ! wherefore 

[Looking on Kent. 
Should he sit here ? This act persuades me, 
That this remotinn of the duke and her 
Is practice only.* Give me my servant forth : 
Go, tell the duke and his wife, I'd speak with them» 
Now, presently : bid them come forth and hear me. 
Or at their chamber-door I'll beat the drum, 
Till it cry-^Slee/i to death. 

Glo, I'd have all well betwixt you. [Exit. 

Lear. O me, my heart, my rising heart ! — but« down. 

Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the «elSy 
when she put them i'the paste alive ; she rapp'd 'em 
o'the coxcombs with a sticks and cry'd, Z)own, vfantontt 
dovfn : 'Twas her brother, that, in pure kindness to 
his horse, butter'd his hay. 

£nter Cornwall, Recav, Glostbr, ami Sentanu. 

Lear. Good-morrow to you both. 

Corn. Hail to your grace ! [Kent » Met at Hberty. 

Reg, I am glad to see your highness. 

Lear. Regan, I think you are ; I know what reason 
I have to thmk so : if thou should'st not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb, 
Septilch'ringan adultress.— O, are you free ? [To Kent. 
Some other time for that— Beloved Regan, 
Thy sister's naught : O Regan, she hath tied 



CO Practice is in Shakspeare, and other old wrttenii used commonlir in »r 
in fense for unlawful artifice. |OHMSON. 



AC^ 11. 



KIVG LEAE. 



Sharp-tooth'd Qokindness, like a vulture, here : 2.. 

\Point9 to hia heart- 
1 caa scarce speak to thee ; thou'lt not believe. 
Of how deprav'd a quality— O Regan ! 

Reg. I pray you, sir, take patience ; I have hope. 
You less know how to value her desert. 
Than she to scant her duty.s 

Zicar, Say, how is that t 

Reg. I cannot think, my sister in the least 
Would fail her obligation : If, sir, perchance. 
She have restrained the riots of your followers, 
'Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end, 
As clears her from all blame. 

Lear. My curses on her f 

Reg. O, sir, you are old ; 
Nature in you stands on the very verge 
Of her confine : you should be rul'd, and led 
By some discretion, that discerns your state 
Better than you yourself : Therefore, I pray you. 
That to our sister you do make return ; 
Say, you have wrong'd her, sir. 

Lear. Ask her forgiveness ? 
Do you but mark how this becomes the house :^ 
Dear daughter ^ I confeaa that I am old ; 
Age is unnecessary on my knees I beg, [Kneeling. 
That youUl vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food, 

Reg. Good sir, no mofe : these are unsightly tricks : 
Return you to my sister. 

Lear. Never, Regan : 
She hath abated me of half my train ; 
Look'd black upon me struck me with her tongue, 
Most serpent-like, upon the very heart :— 
All the stored vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones. 
You taking airs, with lameness ! 

Corn. Fye, fye, fye ! 
~ Xegr.You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding flam es 

[2] Alludins to the fiible of Prometheas. WARBURTON. 

fg] Scant— may mean to adapt, to fit« to proportion ; which sen«e seems 
■till to be retained in the meclianical term scantlinj^. JOHNSON. 

C43 Becomes the honse^ignifies the order of families, duties of rela- 
tion. WARS.— So in Milton on Divorce, b. ii. " How hurtful, how de- 
structive it is to the hoose^ the church, the commonwealth i" TOLLET. 

[53 Old age has few wants. JOHNS. 

[63 To look black— may easily be explained to look dondy or gloomy, 
ftee Milton : *' So frown'd the mighty combatants, that hcU 

" Grew darker at their frown'*. - * > JOHNSON. 
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Into her scornful eyes ! Infect her beanty, 
You fen-suck*d fogs, drawn by' the pow'rful sun, 
To fall and blast her pride ! 

Reg. O the blest gods ! 
So will you wish on me, when the rash mood's on. 

Lear, No, Regan, thou shalt never have my curse ; 
Thy tender-hefted nature^ shall not give 
Thee o'er to harshness ; her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burn^ 'Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train* 
To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes, ^ 
And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt 
Against my coming in. Thou better know'st 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood. 
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 
Thy half o'the kingdom hast thou not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow'd. 

Reg, Good sir, to the purpose. [Trumfiets within. 

Lear, Who put my man i the stocks i 

Corn, What trumpet's that ? 

Enter Steward, 

Reg, I know't, my sister's : this approves her letter, 
That she would soon be here. — Is your lady come ? 

Lear. This is a slave, whose easy-borrow'd pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows : — 
Out, varlet, from my sight ! 

Corn, What means your grace ? 

X.f cr.Who stock'd my servant? Regan,! have good hope 
Thou didst not know oft. — Who comes here \ O heaven?, 

Enter Goneril. 
If you do love old men, if your sweet sway 
All low obedience,* if yourselves are old. 
Make it your cause ; send down, and take my part ! — 
Art not asham'd to look upon this beard ? — [To Gon. 
O Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ? 

Gon. Why not by the hand, sir ? How have I offended i 
All's not offence, that indiscretion finds, 
And dotage terms so. 

Lear, O, sides, you are too tough t - 

M Hefted— «eems to mean the same as heared. Tender-hc ftcd— i.e. 
wBote bosom is agitated by tender passions. The formation of such a parti- 
cipte« I beliere* cannot be Krammatically accoonted for. STEEVENS. 

£8] To contract my allowances or proportions settled. JOHNSON. 

[9] To allow— signifies not only to permit, bat to approve. So the scrip> 
tare esprestion, " Tht Lord alloweth the rigbteoos/' Ps. xi. 6. STKEV. 



ACT it. 



KING LSAR. 



Will you yet hold ^^How came nay man i'the stocks } 
Corn, I set him there, sir : but his own disorders i 

Desenr'd much less adyancement. ■ 
Lear. You ! did you i 

Reg, I pray you, father, being weak, seem so.t 
If, till the expiration of your month, 
You will return and sojourn with my sister. 
Dismissing half your train, come then to me ; 
I am now from home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear, Return tu her, and fifty men dismiss*d ^ 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose 
To wage against the enmity o'the air ; 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owI,~ 
Necessity's sharp pinch Return with her i 
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless took 
Our youngest born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pension beg 
To keep base life afoot.^Return with her i 
Persuade me rather to be slave andsumpter^ 
To this detested groom. [Looking on the Steward, 

Gon, At your choice, sir. 

Lear, 1 pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad ; 
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell : 
We'll no more meet, no more see one another 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter ; 
Or, rather, a disease that's in my flesh. 
Which I must needs call mine : thou art a boil, 
A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle. 
In my corrupted blood. But I'll not chide thee , 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it : 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot. 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove. 
Mend, when thou canst ; be better, at thy leisure : 
I can be patient ; I can stay with Regan, 
I, and my hundred knights. 

lieg. Not altogether so, sir ; 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome ; Give ear, sir, to my sister ; 
For those that mingte reason with your passion, 
Must be content to think you old, and so — 

[il Kent's disorders had entitled him to a post of less honour than the 
stocks. STEEVENS. 
[2] Since you are weak, be content to think yourself weak. JOHNSON. 
[3] Sumpter— is a horse ttut carries necessaries on . a joamey^ tttonfb 
sometimes used for the case to carry them in. STS£V£NS. 
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But she knows what she does. 
L,ear. Is this well spoken now } 
Reg, I dare avouch it, sir. What, fifty followers i 
Is it not well ? What should you need of more ^ 
Yea, or so many i sith that both charge and danger 
Spekk 'gainst so great a number ? How, in one house. 



Hold amity i 'Tis hard ; almost impossible. 

Gon, Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance 
From those that she calls servants, or from mine i 
Reg' Why not, my lord ^ If then they chanc'd to slack 
you. 

We could control them : If you will come to me, 
^or now I spy a danger,) I entreat you 
To bring but five and twenty ; to no more 
Will I give place, or notice. 

JLear, I gave you all~ 

Beg, And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Made you my guardians, my depositaries ; 
But kept a reservation to be follow'd 
With such a number : What, roust 1 come to you 
With five and twenty, Regan ? said you so ? 

JReg. And speak it again, my lord ; no more with me. 

Zea.Those wicked creatures yet do look well -favoured, 
When others are more wicked ; not being the worst. 
Stands in some rank of praise : — I'll go with thee ; 
Thy fifty doth yet double five and twenty, [Tb Gon. 
And thou art twice her love. 

Gon. Hear me, my lord ; 
What need you five and twenty, ten, or five. 
To follow in a house, where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you i 

Reg. What need one ? 

Lear. O, reason not the need : our basest beggars 
Arc in the poorest thing superfluous : 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life is cheap as beast's. Thou art a lady ; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous. 
Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'st. 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm.—But Jor true need,— 
You heavens, give me that patience, patience I need I 
You see me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age ; wretched in both ! 
If it be you that stir these daughters' hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger \ 




under two commands. 
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O, let not women*8 weapons, water-drops. 

Stain my man's cheeks !— Ko, you unnatural hags, 

I will have such revenges on you both, 

That all the world shall^I will do such things,-r- 

What they are, yet I know not ; but they shall be 

The terrors of the earth. You think, I'll weep ; 

No, I'll not weep :— 

I have full cause of weeping ; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws, 
Or ere I'll weep O, fool, I shall go mad ! 

{^Exeunt Lear, Gloster, Kent, and Fool, 
Corn. Let us withdraw, 'twill be a storm. 

heard at a distance, 

Reg, This house 
Is little ; the old man and his people cannot 
Be well bestow 'd. 

Gon, 'Tis his own blame ; he hath put 
Himself from rest, and must needs taste his folly. 

Reg, For his particular, I'll receive him gladly. 
But not one follower. 

Gon, So am I purpos'd. 
Where is my lord of Gloster? 

Re-enter Gloster. 

Corn, Follow'd the old man forth :— he is return'd. 
Glo, The king is in high rage. 
Corn, Whither is he going ? 

Glo, He calls to horse ; but will I know not whither. 

Corn. 'Tis best to give him way ; he leads himself. 

Gon, My lord, entreat him by no means to stay. 

Glo. Alack, the night comes on, and the bleak winds 
Do sorely ruffle ; for many miles about 
There's scarce a bush. 

Reg, O, sir, to wilful men. 
The injuries, that they themselves procure. 
Must be their schoolmasters : Shut up your doors ; 
He is attended with a desperate train ; 
And what they may incense him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus'd, wisdom bids fear. 

Corn, Shot up your doors, my lord ; 'tis a wild night ; 
My Regan counsels well : come out o'the storm. 

[Exeunt, 



ACT III. 

SCENE L-^-^ Heath. A ^torm U kmuiLjMi thmder md 
liglurUng, MnUr Kbnt* and a QeiuUmaSlt mcecsiy. 

Kent, Who's here, beside foul weather f 

Gent, One minded like the weather, most unquietlf. 

Kent, I know you ; Where's the king } 

Gent, Contending with the fretful element : 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea. 
Or swell the curled waters *bove the main. 
That things might change,or cease: tears his white hair; 
Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage. 
Catch in their fui7, and make nothing of : 
Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn 
The to-aiid-fro-conflicting wind and rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch,* 
The lion and the belly-pinched wc^f 
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs. 
And bids what will take all. 

Kent, But who is with him ^ 

Gent. None but the fool ; who labours to out-jest 
His heart-struck injuries. 

Kent, Sir, I do know you ; 
And dare, upon the warrant of my art,' 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is division, 
Although as yet the face of it be covered 
With mutual cunning, 'twixt Albany and Cornwall ; 
Who have (as who have not, that their great stars 
Thron'd and set high i) servants, who seem no less ; 
Which are to France the spies and speculations 
Intelligent of our state ; what hath been seen. 
Either in snuffs and packings of the dukes ;^ 
Or the hard rein which both of them have borne 
Against the old kind king ; or something deeper. 
Whereof, perchance, these are but furnishings — 
But, true it is, from France there comes a power 
Into this scatter'd kingdom ; who already. 



L41 Cub drawn has been explained to sintify dravm hy natwt to its young ; 
whereas it means lohose dugs are dratun dry hy its young. For no animals 
leave iheir dens by night but for prey. So that the meaning ii, that even 
hunger, and the support of its young, would not force the bear to leave her 
den in such a night/' WARBURTON. 

Cil On the strength of that art or skill, which teaches ^ " to find the 
mind's construction in the face/' MALONE. 

[6] Snufi are dislikes, and i>ach'iif5Tinderhandcontrivaiices. STEEVENS. 

17] Furnishings are what we now ©all colours, external pretences. JOHN. 
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Wise in our negligence, have secret feet 

In some of our best ports, and are at point 

To show their open banner. — Now to you : 

If on my credit you dare build so far 

To make your speed to Dover, you shall find 

Some that will thank you, making just report 

Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow 

The king hath cause to plain. 

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding ; 

And, from some knowledge and assurance, offer 

This office to you. 

Gent. I will talk further with you. 

Kent, No, do not. 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out wall, open this purse, and take 
What it contains : If you shall see Cordelia^ 
(As fear not but you shall,) show her this ring ; 
And she will tell you who your fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fye on this storm ! 
I^will go seek the king. 

Gent. Give me your hand : Have you no more to say ? 

Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than all yet ; 
That, when we have found the king, (in which your pain 
That way ; Til this ;) he that first lights on him. 
Holla the other. \^Exeunt severally. 

SCENE II. 

Another Part of the Heath, Storm continues. Enter L&A.a and 
Fool, 

Lear, Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks ! rage ! blow! 
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout 
Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown'd the cocks ! 
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires,* 
Vaunt couriers to oak-cleaving thunder-bolts. 
Singe my white head ! And thou, all-shaking thunder, 
Strike flat the thick rotupdity o'the world ! 
Crack nature's moulds, all germins spill at once. 
That make ingrateful man ! 

Fool, O nuncle, court holy-water^ in a dry house is 
better than this rain-water out oMoor. Good nuncle. 



[8] Doing execution with rapidity equal to thought. JOHNSON. 

Ray* among his proverbial phrases, mentions court hdly-'water to mean 
fiiir words. Thr frc nch have the same phrase Eaw benite de cour ; fair empty 
mor^^flmkaitd's Diet, STEEVfiNS. 
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iD» and ask thy daughters blessing ; here's a night pit* 
ies neither wise men nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy bellyfull ! spit, fire ! spout, rain ! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters : 
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness, 
I never gave you kingdom, call*d you children. 
You owe me no subscription why then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, your slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man 
But yet I call you servile ministers, 
That have with two pernicious daughters joined 
Your high-engender'd battles, 'gainst a head 
So old and white as this. O ! O ! 'tis foul ! 

Fool, He that has a house to put his head in, has a 
good head-piece. 

The Cod-piece that vsill house. 

Before the head ha* any. 
The head and hethall loute 

So beggar* marry many.^ 

The man that mdket hit toe 

What he hit heart v}ould make. 
Shall of a corn cry vooe. 

And turn hit tleep to nvaie, 

—for there was never yet fair woman, but she made 
mouths in a glass. 

Enter Kent. 
jLear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience, 
I will say nothing. 
Kent, Who's there ? 

Fool, Marry, here's grace, and a cod-piece ; that's a 
wise man, and a fool. 

Kent, Alas, sir, are you here f things that love night, 
Love not such nights as these ; the wrathful skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark,^ 
And make them keep their caves : Since I was man. 
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder. 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot carry 
The affliction, nor the fear. 

Lear. Let the great gods, 

C I ] Snbscription— for obedience. WARBURTON. 

[2] A beggar marries a wife and lice. JOHNSON. 

[33 Gallow— a west coontrf word> signifies to scare or frighten. WARB. 
So tneSomersetshire proverb, llie dtUKler do f a//> the beaoi.'' Beans are 
Tttlgvly fnpposed to ihoot op faster after thaiukr-stonai, STEEVENSr 



KING X.EA&. 



59 



That keep this dreadful pother o'er our heftdi , 
Find oat their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 
Unwhipp'd of justice : Hide thee, thou bloody hand ; 
Thou perjurM. and thou simular man of virtue 
That art incestuous : Caitiff, to pieces shake. 
That under covert and convenient seeming* 
Hast practic'd on man's life ! — Close pent-up guilts, 
Rive your concealing continents,' and cry 
These dreadful summoners grace. 9— I am a man, 
More sinn'd against, th^in sinning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ! 
Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 
Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest ; 
Repose you there : while I to this hard house 
(More hard than is the stone whereof 'tis rais'd ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Denied me to come in,) return, and force 
Their scanted courtesy. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn.— 
Come on, my boy : How dost, my boy f Art cold f 
I am cold m3r8el£— Where is this straw, my fellow i 
The art of our necessities is strange. 
That can make vile things precious. Come, your hovel, 
Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That's sorry yet for thee. 

FooL He that haa a little tiny witt"^ 

With height hOy the fvind and the roiit,— ^ 
Must make content with hie fortunes fit } 
For the rain it raineth every day, 

Lear. True, my good boy. — Come, bring us to this 
boveL \^Exe. Lilak and Kent. 

Fool. This is a brave night to cool a courtezan.«-«nt 
speak a prophecy ere I go : 

When priests are more in word than matter ; 
When brewers mar their malt with water ; 



C4] Convenitnt needs not be andrntood in any other than its usaal and 
proper sense ; accommodate to the present purpose ; suitable to a design. Ceni' 
lenient seeming b appearanctt sneh at may promote his purpose to destroy. 

JOHNSON. 

t5] Continent-Stands for that which contains or incloses. JOHNSON. 
(61 Simiflioners are here the officers that sunsmon ofenders before a proper 
tribniial. STEEVENS. 
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When nobles are their tailors' tutors 

No heretics burn'd, but wenches' suitors :* 

When every case in law is right ; 

No squire in debt, nor no poor knight ; 

When slanders do not li\c in tongues ; 

Nor cutpurses come not to throngs ; 

When usurers tell their gold i'the Beld ; 

And bawds and whores do churches build ;— * 

Then shall the realm of Albion 

Come to great confusion. 

Then comes the time, who lives to see't. 

That going shall be us'd with feet. 
This prophecy Merlin shall make ; for I live before his 
time. lExit, 

SCENE III. 

A Room in GLOsTsa'f Ccuth, Enter Glostkr Edmund. 

Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this unnatural 
dealing : When I desired their leave that I might pity 
him, they took from me the use of mine own house ; 
charged me, on pain of their perpetual displeasure, nei- 
ther to speak of him, entreat for him, nor any way sustain 
him. 

Edm, Most savage, and unnatural ! 

Glo. Go to ; say you nothing : There is division be- 
tween the dukes ; and a worse matter than that : I have 
received a letter this night ; — 'tis dangerous to be spok- 
en ; — I have locked the letter in my closet : these inju- 
ries the king now bears will be revenged home ; there 
is part of a power already footed ; we must incline to 
the king. I will seek him, and privily relieve him : 
go you» and maintain talk with the duke, that my char- 
ity be not of him perceived ; If he ask for me, I am ill, 
and gone to bed. If I die for it, as no less is threatened 
me, the king my old master must be relieved. There 
is some strange thing toward, Edmund ; pray you, be 
carefuL [Exit. 

Edm. This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the duke 
Instantly know ; and of that letter too : — 
This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
That which my father loses ; no less than all ; 
The younger rises, when the old doth fall. [Exit . 

[7] Invent fashions for tfaem. WARBURTON. 

[8 J The disease to which wenchei' saitore are patticularfT exposed* was 
called in Shakspeare's tl me, the brenning or huming. JOHNSON. 
So, in liaiah iii «4- ' Jind burning instead of beaatv." fSTEEVENS. 
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SCENE IV. 

J Part of the Seathf v)ith a JSoveL Enter Lear, Kent, and 

Fool, . 

Kent, Here is the place, my lord ; good my lord, enter; 
The tyranny of the open night's too rough 
For nature to endure. IStorm still. 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Wilt break my heart ? 

Kent. I'd rather break mine own : Good my lord,enter. 
Lear. Thou think'st 'tis much, that this contentious 
storm 

Invades us to the skin : so 'tis to thee ; 
But where the greater malady is fix'd, 
The lesser is scarce felt. Thou'dst shun a bear ; 
But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea, 
Thou'dst meet the bear i'the mouth. When the mind's 
free. 

The body's delicate : the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take all reeling else, 
Save what beats there. — Filial ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand. 
For lifting food to't ? — But I will punish home : — 
No, I will weep no more.— In such a night,— 
To shut me out !— Pour on ; I will endure :— 
In such a night as this ! O Regan, Goneril ! — 
Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all,— 
O, that way madness lies ; let me shun that ; 
No more of that,— 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyself ; seek thine own ease ; 
This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more.— But I'll go in : 
In, boy ; go first. \ To the FooL^ You houseless poverty,— 
Nay, get thee in. I'll pray, and then I'll sleep. 

IFoolgoea in. 
Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are. 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides, 
Vour loopM and window'd raggedness, defend you 
From seasons such as these ? O, I have ta'en 
Too little care of this ! Take physic, pomp ; 
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel ; 
That thou may'st shake the superflux to them, 

6 VOL* Vlll. 
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And show the heavens more jutt 

£d£^. llVithtn.'] Fathom and half, fathom and half ! 
Poor Tom! lTh€ FoBirum out/rom the Hmel. 

Fool. Come not in heiie, nuncle, here's a spirit. Help 
4ne, help mc ! 

Kent. Give me thy hand.— Who^s there ? 

Fool. A Gipirit, a spirit ; he says his name's poor Tom. 

iTipn.Whatartthou thatdost grumble there ithe«traw? 
Come forth. 

Enter Edgar, diaguiaed aa a madman. 

Edg, Away ! the foul fiend follows me ! — 
Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind.— 
Humph ! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two daughters } 
And art thou come to this ^ 

Edp, Who gives any thing to poor Tom ? whom the 
foul fiend hath led through fire and through flame/ 
through ford and whirlpoo1,over bog and quagmire ; that 
liath laid knives under his pillow,* and iialters in his 
pew ; set ratsbane by his porridge ; made him proud of 
heart, to ride on a "bay trotting-horse over four-inched 
bridges, to course his own shadow for a traitor Bless 
thy five wits ! Tom's a-cold. — O, do de, do de, do de,— 
Bless thee from whirlwinds, star-blasting, and taking 
Do poor Tom some charity, whom the foul fiend vexes : 
There could I have him now, — and there,— and there, 
—and there again, and there. [Storm cont£nue9. 

Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to thk 
pass ! — 

Couldst thou save nothing ? Didst thou give them all ? 

FooL Nay, he reserved a blanket, else w« had been 
all shamed. 

Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters! 
Kent. He hath no daughters, sir. 
Lea. Death.traitor! nothing could have subdoM nature 

Ti] Alluding to the ignus fatuus, supposed to be lights kindled bf mis* 
chievoas beings to lead tf avellers into dettraction. ^HNSOM. 

[3] He reconnts the temptations by which -be was pronpted to fideide ; fbe 
opportnnicies of destroying hinself, which often occurred to him in his ndl- 
anchoW moods. JOHNSON.— Shakspeare found this charge agxitet fibt 
Hend, with many others of the same nature* in Haranet^ Dedaratloii* and 
has used the very words of The -book was printed in 1603. STlKVltffS. 

[31 To Take--^ to blast, or strike with malignant influence. 
" —strike her young bones, 
" Te taking airs, with laneness^ " I0BN80K. 
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To such a lowness, but his ankind daughters.—— 
Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have thus Httlc mercy on their flesh ? 
Judicious punishment ! 'twas this flesh begot 
Those pelican daughters, » 

Edg» Pillicock sat on Pillicock's hill ; — 
Halloo, Halloo, loo, loo ! 

Fool. This cold night will turn ns all to fools and 
madmen. 

Edg-. Take heed o'the foul fiend : Obey thy parents ; 
keep thy word justly ; swear not; commit not with 
man's sworn spouse ; set not thy sweet heart on proud 
array : Tom's a-cold. 

Lear. What hast thou been ? 

Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and mind ; that 
curled my hair ; wore gloves in my cap,> served the 
lust of my mistress's heart, and did the act of darkness 
with her ; swore as many oaths as I spake words, and 
broke them in the sweet face of heaven : one, that 
slept in the contriving of lust, and wakedtodoit: Wine 
loved I deeply ; dice dearly ; and in woman, out-par- 
amoured the Turk : False of heart, light of ear,* 
bloody of hand ; hog in sloth, fox in stealth, wolf in 
greediness,* dog in madness, lion in prey. Let not the 
creaking of shoes, nor the rustling of silks, betray thy 
poor heart to women : Keep tl^y foot out of brothels* 
Ihy hand out of plackets, thy pen from lenders' books, 
and defy the foul fiend.— Still through the hawthorn 
blows the cold wind : Says suuro, mun, ha no nonny,' 
dolphin, my boy, my boy, sessa ; let him trot by. 

\^8torm still continues. 

Lear, Why* thou were better m thy grave, than to 
answer with thy uncovered body this extremity of the 
slies. Is man no more than this i Consider him well : 
Thou owest the worm no silk, the beast no hide, the 

Ci3 The young pelican la Wed to suck the mother's blood. JOHNSON, 
[a] It was the custom to wear gloves in the hat oo three distinct occasions^ 
vis. as the fiivov of a mistress^ the memorial of a friend, and as a mark to 
be challenged by an enemy. STEEVEN& 
C33 Credoloos of evil, ready to receive mallcioat reports. JOHNSON. 
[4] The Jesoits pretended to cast the seven deadly sins oat of Mainy in the 
sume of those animals that represented them ; and before each was cast oat« 
Mamy by Kestares acted that particnlar sin ; curling his hair to show pride, 
voositlni m* flutttny^ gaping and snoring ffbr sloth. Sec— — Harsnet's book, 
PUS79. To thu probably oar aatbor allttdcs. STEEV&NS. 

1 Ifty no ■onay— is the bortfaien of a song in The Two Ifobk Einsmen* 
to be written by Shakspeare hi cao}anction with flcteber. 8TBEV. 
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sheep no wool, the cat no perfume Ha ! here's three 
of us are sophisticated !— Thou art the thing itself : un- 
accommodated man is no more but such a poor, bare, 
forked animal as thou art.— Off, off, you lendings 
Come ; unbutton here. — ITearing ojf^ his clothes* 
Fool, Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented ; this is a naugh- 
ty night to swim in.— Now a little fire in a wild field 
were like an old lecher's heart ; a small spark, all the 
rest of his body cold. — Look, here comes a walking fire. 

Edg. This IS the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet he be- 
gins at curfew, and walks till the first cock ; he g^ives 
the web and the pin,^ squints the eye, and makes the 
harelip ; mildews the white wheat, and hurts the poor 
creature of earth. 

Saint Withold footed thrice the wold ; 
He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold s 
Bid her alight. 
And her troth plight, 
And, aroint thee, witch, aroint thee ! * 
Kent, How fares your grace ? 

Enter Gloster, with a torch, 
Lear. What's he ? 

Kent, Who's there What is't you seek ? 

[6] '* Fraterctto« Ftiberdigihet, Hoberdidance, Tocobatto, were four devils of 
the round or morr ice.. ..These four had forty assistants under them^ «9 tbem-^ 
selves doe confesse." Harsnet, p. 49. PERCY. 
C?] Web and pin^israsts of the eye. JOHNSON. 
[8] We should read thos ; 

Saint Withold footed thrice theiuoldt 

He met the night-mare, and her name told# 

Bid her alight, and her troth plight. 

And aroint thee, ivitch, aroint thee right. 
Saint Withold traversing the toold or do'Ufns, met the nightmare; who hairing 
told her name, he obliged her to alight from thoi»e persons whom she rkks« 
and plight her troth to do no more mischief. This is taken from a ttory 
«f hira in his legend. Hence he was invoked :ts the patron saint against thM 
distemper. And these verses were no other than a popular charm« or tdghi 
spell against the Epialtes. The last line is the formal exrcration or apostro- 
phe of the speaker of the charm to the witch, aroint thee right, i. e. depart 
forthwith. Bedlams, gipsies, and soch like vagabonds, used to sell these kind 
of spells or charms to the people. They were of various kinds for various 
disorders. We have another of them in the Monsieur Thomas of Fktcher, 
which he expressly calls a night spell, and is in th*8e words 

" Saint George* Saint George, our lady's knight, 

*' He walks by d:iy. so he does by night ; 

" And when he had her found, 

" He her beat and her bound ; 

*« Until to him her troth she plight, _ _ 

" She would not stir from him that night." WARBURTON. 
Her ninefold seems to be put (for the sake of rhjrme) instead of nine fiats. 

I cannot find this advaitnre in the common legends of St. Vitality woo, I 

tfuppMe, is hera called 8t. Withold. TYRWHITT. 
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Glo. What are you there r your names i 
£dg. Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, the* 
toad,. the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the water ;3 that 
in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats 
cow-dung for sallets ; swallows the old rat, and the 
ditch-dog ; drinks the green mantle of the standing pool ; 
who is whipped from tything to tything,^ and stocked^ 

gunished, and imprisoned ; who hath had three suits to 
is back, six shiru to his body, horse to ride, and 
weapon to wear, — 

But mice, and rata, and such email deer,^ 
Have been Tom*8 food for seven long year. 

Beware my follower ; — Peace,Smolkin ; peace, thmifiendf 

Glo, What, hath your grace no better company i 

J^dg, The prince of darkness is a gentleman ; 
Moclo he's call*d, and Mahu.'^ 

Glo. Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown so vile,. 
That it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg. Poor Tom*s a-cold. 
^ Glo, Go in with me ; my duty cannot suffer 
To obey in all your daugliters' hard commands : 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you ; 
Yet have I ventur'd to come seek you out, 
And bring you where both fire and food is ready.. 

Lear, First let me talk with this philosopher :. 
—What is the cause of thunder t 

Kent, Good my lord, take his offer ; 
Go into the house. 

Lear. I'll ulk a word with this same learned Theban :^ 
—What is your study ? 

£dg: How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin. 

Lear, Let me ask ^ou one word in private. 

Kent, Impdrtune him once more to go, my lord, 

C3] i. e. the 'tto/er-nnu/. Thit was the phrMcoloRT of ShaVspeare's timft 
" He was a wise man a»d a merry/' was the eommoo langoagc. So Falstav 
sajs CO justice Shallow, *' he is yoQrservuig*flMabaiMiyoarAtfitefM^/'i>«» 
bosbaB^-moii. MALONE. 

[43 A tythirtg^is a diTision of a place, a district ; the same in tha country^. • 
at a ward in the city. In the Saaion times-every hnndrsd was divided into> 
fythingt. Sl^EVfiNS. 

ISl I>cer— in old language, is a genera! word far wild nlmali 

£63 80, in Harsaet's Dedttratim, Maho waa the the chief dsvtt f 
pOMMiion of Sarah Williams. ST££VSNS» 

€• TOl- VIM. i 
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His wits begin to unsettle. 7 

Glo, Canst thou blame him ^ 
His daughters seek his death : — Ah, that good Kent !— - 
He said it would be thus : — Poor banish'd man !— 
Thou say'st, the king grows mad ; I'll tell thee, friend* 
I am almost mad myself : I had a son. 
Now outlawed from my blood : he sought my life. 
But lately, very late ; I lov'd him, friend, — 
No father his son dearer : true to tell thee, 

[Storm continue*. 
The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this ! 
I do beseech your grace,— 

Lear, O, cry you mercy. 
Noble philosopher, vour company. 

jE</^. 'Tom's a-cold. 

Glo. In, fellow, there, to the hovel : keep thee warm. 

JLear, Come, let's in all. 

JCeni, This way, my lord. 

Lear, With him ; 
I will keep still with my philosopher. 

Kent, Good my lord, sooth him ; let him take the 
fellow. 

Glo, Take him you on. 

Kent, Sirrah, come on ; go along with us. 

Lear, Come, good Athenian. 

Glo, No words, no words : 
Hush. 

Edg. Child Rowland to the dark tower came^^ 
Bis word was still, — Fie^foh, and /um, 
/ smell the blood of a British man, [Exeunt 

£?] On this occasion* 1 cannot prevail on myself to omit the following ex- 
cellent remark of Mr. Horace Walpole [now Lord Orford] inserted in the 
postscript CO his Mysterious Mather* Ue obserTcs, that when " Belvidcn 
talks of 

" Lutest laurels* seat of milk, and ships of Jmber,-^ 
she is not mad, bur ligh^headed When madness has taken poisessioa of a 
fcrson. such cluracter ceases to be fit for the sta^» or nt least sISoold ap- 

Eur there but for a short time ; it being the batincss of the theatre to ex* 
bit pasficms. not distempers. The finest picture ever drawn of « head 
discomposed by misfbrnme. is that of King Lear. His thouahts dwell on 
the ingraiicude of his dauffhtera, and erery sentence that falls from his wild* 
ness excites reAeftion and pity. Had frenxv entirely seized him, our com- 
•assion woold ahate : we should conclude tnar he no longer felt unh^pfMiiess. 
Shakspc ire wrote as a philosopher^ Otway as a poet." STEEVENS. 

fR} Child Is a common term in om* metrical romances and ballads ; snd is 
generally, if not always, applied to the hero or principal personage* who is 
sometimes a Jtrnghf, and sometimes a thief Syr Tryamoure is repeatedly so 
called both before aad after his knighthood. 1 think, however, that this line 
|s part of a translation of some Spanish, or perhaps, French bidlad. Bat the 
two following lines evidently belong to a different subject s 1 find ttiexs fn 
:he Second Part of Jack and the Giants, whif i| not at old as Shftkspcare's 
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i<i?oom in Gloster'i Castle. Enter Covlvw all and Kduwi^. 

Corn. I will have my revenge, ere I depart his house, 

£dTn. How» my lord, I may be censured, that nature 
thus giveaway to loyalty .something fears me to thmkof. 

Corn. I now perceive, it was not altogether your bro- 
ther's evil disposition made him seek his death ; but a 
provoking merit,'' set a- work by a reproveable bad- 
ness in himself. 

£dm. How malicious is my fortune, that I must re* 
pent to be just ! This is the letter he spoke of, which 
approves him an intelligent party to the advantages of 
France. O heavens ! that this treason were not, or not I 
the detector ! 

Corn. Go with me to the duchess. 

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, you have 
mighty business in hand. 

Corn. True, or false,it hath made thee earl of Gloster. 
Seek out where thy father b, that he may be ready for 
our apprehension. 

£dm. [jlaide.'\ If 1 find him comforting the king,* 
it will stuff his suspicion more fully .-*I will persevere 
in my course of loyalty, though the conflict be sore be- 
tween that and my blood. 

Corn. I will lay trust upon thee ; and thou shah find 
a dearer father in my love. [Ejreunt. 



SCENE VI. 

A Chamber in a Farm-Hotue adjoining the Castle. Enter Glos- 
ter, LxAR, Kent, Foo7, and Edgar. 
do. Here is better than the open air ; take it thank- 
fully : I will piece out the comfort with what addition I 
can : I will not be long from you. _ 

time, may have been compiled from something that was so : They are atter.» 
cdbyagumt: 

" Fei,fatu»fum, 

" I smtil the Ueod ^an Entlishmani 
" Be he alive, or be he dcrad, 
" ril gi ind his boues to make me bread." 
En^liih is here jodtcioosly changed to British* because the characters are 
Britons, and tl^e scene is laid long before tbe English had any thing to do 
with this country. Oar author is not so attentive to propriety oo every oc- 
casion. BITSON. 

Cr] Pr90«lm/— stimnlatlBg ; a merit he felt in himself* which irritated 
kirn against a father tlut had none. MASON. 

£83 Comforting— ts here used in the juridical sense for suMorttng. heMmb 
according to its derivation i salvia cooforut nervts— Schok Sal. JOHKSON. 
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Kent. All the power of his wits has given way to his 
impatience : — The gods reward your kindness ! 



Bdg, Frateretto calls me ; and tells me^ Nero is an 
angler in the lake of darkness. Pray, innocent, and 
beware the foul fiend.* 

FooL Pr'ythee, ttuncle» tell me, whether a madaian 
be a gentleman, or a yeoman i 

JLear. A king, a king ! 

FooL No ; he's a yeoman, that has a gentleman to 
his son : for he^ a mad yeoman, that sees his son a gen- 
tleman before him. 
Lear, To have a thousand with red burning spits 



£dg, rhe foul nend bites my back. 
FooL He's mad, that trusts in the tameness of a wolf, 
a horse's health,* a boy's love, or a whore's oath. 

Lear. It shall be done, I will arraign them straight :— 
Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer ; {To £dg.' 
—Thou, sapient sir, sit here. [7b the FooL} Now, you 
she foxes ! — 
Ed^. Look, where he stands and glares !— • 
Wantest thou eyes at trial, madam ?» 
Come o*er the bourn^ Beaay^ to me ;* 

Fool. Her boat hath a leak^ 
And she must not afieak 
Why she dares not come over to thee^ 

Edff. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice of 
a nightingale. Nofidance cries in Tom's belly for 



[o] Perhaps he is here addretiing the Foot. Fbots were anciently called 
ImictHtu ST££V£NS. 

[t] Shakspeare b here speaking not of thfaigs malicioiuly tveacherant, bat 
of tilings uncertain and not durable. A horse ia above all other anigiy^h mb. 
ject to diseases. JOHNSON. 

[33 I am not confident that I onderttand the meaning of this desultory 
speech. When Edgar says, *' Look where he stands and glares !"* hr teeaM 
to^ speaking in the character of a madman, who thinks he sett ibe feni. 
«« Wantest thoo eyes at trial, madam V* is a question which appears to be 
adressed to the visionary Goneri). STEEVENS— ft may be obs^rvwi that 
Edgar, being supposed to be found by chunce, and therefore to have no knowl- 
edge (rf* tne rest, connects not his ideas with diose of Lear, bat parsues his 
own train of delirioas or fantastic thought. To these words, ** At trioLmad- 
mm f" I think therefore that the name of Lear should be pot. The proceas of 
tke dialogue will support this coojectove. JOHNSON. 

t33 A bourn in the north signifies a rivulet or brook. Henee the names of 
■WMny of our villages ternunate in bum, as Mi1*tir». Sher^wm, Stc To tiib I 
aaay add* that bourn, a boundary, is from the Freoch borm* Mt mrm «r as |t 
ought to be spelts bum, ai rimlct, is from the GeniMUi bur% or btm, a well. 
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iwo white herring.^ Croak not, blacj angel ; I have 
DO food for thee. 

Kent, How do you, sir ? Stand you not so amaz'd : 
Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions ? 

LearJVW see their trial first: — Bring in the evidence.— 
Thou robed man of justice, take thy place ; [7>) Edg. 
— And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, [To the Fool, 
Bench by his side You are of the comniission. 
Sit you too. [To Kent. 

Mdg, Let us deal justly. 

Sleefieaty or wakeat thou, jolly ahefiherd ? 

Thy aheefi be in the corn ; 
^nd for one blast of thy minikin mouthy 
Thy aheep. ahall take no harm. 
Pur ! the cat is grey. 

JLear, Arraign her first ; 'tis Goneril. I here take 
my oath before this honourable assembly, she kicked 
the poor king her father. 
Fool, Come hither, mistress ; Is your name Goneril ? 
Lear, She cannot deny it. 

Fool, Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint-stool. 

Lear, And here's another,whose warp'd looks proclaim 
What store her heart is made of— Stop her there \ 
Arms, arms, sword, fire !— Corruption in the place ! 
False justicer, why hast thou let her 'scape ? 

£d^. Bless thy five wits I 

Kent, O pity ! — Sir, where is the patience now, 
That you so oft have boasted to retain f 

Fdg. My tears begin to take his part so much. 
They'll mar my counterfeiting. [Aaide, 

Lear. The little dogs and all. 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweet^heart, see, they bark at me. 

Fdg, Tom will throw his head at them :— Avaunt, 
you curs ! 

Be thy mouth or black or white, ' 

Tooth that poisons if it bite ; 

Mastiff, grey-hound, mongrel grim. 

Hound, or spaniel, brach, or lym ;> 

C9] Sarah Williams confessed (see Harsnet's book, p. 195.) diat wlien sbe 
was tronblad with a croikine in her stomach, from eroptiness. the priests 
persuaded her that it was the fiend within her. STEEV£NS. 

Hi To have th« roof of the mooth \Mk is in some-kind of dogs a pcatC , 
that their breed is genuine. STEEVENS. 



til Brach or lym» Sec.— Names of particidar sorts of dogs. FOVS. 
. AJimner,wi$aiiur,z6cg[ of tlie chace, was so called frot * 
leain in which he was heUtill he was let tlipi So in the ta 
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Or bobtail tike, 3 or trundle tail ; 
Tom will make them weep and wail : 
For, with throwing thus my head. 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 
Do de, de de. Sessa.^ Come, march to wakes andfairs, 
and market-towns Poor Tom, thy horn is dry.» 

Lear, Then let them anatomize Regan, see what 
breeds about her heart: Is there any cause In natare,that 
makes these hard hearts ? — You, sir, I entertain von for 
one of my hundred ; only, I do not like the fiastiion of 
your garments : you will say, they are Persian attire ; 
but let them be changed. {To Edgar. 

Kent, Now, good my loitl, lie here, and rest awhile. 
JL^ar.Make no noise,make no noise; draw the curtains: 
Sot so, so : We'll go to supper i'the morning : So, so, so. 
FooL And Til go to bed at noon. 



G/o.Come hither,friend: Where is the king my nasterf 
Kent, Here, sir ; but trouble him not, his wits are gone. 
G/o. Good friend, I pr'ythee take him in thy arma; 
I have o'er-heard a plot of death upon him : 
There is a litter ready ; lay him in't. 
And drive towards Dover, friend, where thou shalt meet 
Both welcome and protectkm. Take up thy master : 
If thou shouldst dally half an hour, his life. 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in assured loss : Take up, take up ; 
And follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quick conduct. 



This rest might yet have balm'd thy brokeD sensetr 
Which, if convenience will not allonr. 
Stand in hard cure. — Come, help to bear thy master ; 

Tenores, 1679, the words " canes domini regis leaos*" are trantlated '^^uh 
hoands . such as draw after a hurt deer In a ieash, or Ham.** STEEVENS. 
C3] Tijk is the Ranick word for a little, or worthless dog*. STEEVENS. 
C4] Here it sissa again* which I take to be the French wordMjsia;»p««iioiiii* 
ced cisse9, which was. I suMose, like tone others, in couMwn mo i—wg v. 
It is an interjection enforcing rrssatinn of any actaoo* tike* hg guUL JbuM 
dmie, JOHNSON.— —It is not impossible that this may be a part of aomc o|4 
•ongf and originally stood thus : 



Re-enter Gloster. 





Ci'uy» come march to wakes 



Thro' the sharp hawthora blows the cok 
. C5> Mftn that bMgcdmider pretence of hmaey oacc 
liQra,iiiAUQ(i»ift3nM«luliesti«eik JOONioiL 
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Thou roust not My behind. [7V> the jFoo/. 

G/o. Come, cooie, away. 

[Extunt Kent, Gloster, md tkt J^oi, Scair^ 
off the King, 

Edg, When we our betters sec bearing our iwioes. 
We scarcely think our miseries our foes. 
Who alone suffers, suffers most fthe mind ; 
Leavins free things.* and happy shows, behind : 
But then the mind much sufferance doth o'erskip. 
When grief bath mates, and bearing fiellowsiiipw 
.How light and portable my pain seems now. 
When that, which makes me bend, mak-es the kingtew ; 
He childed, as I father'd !— Tom, away ; 
Mark the high noises ; and thyself bewray,^ 
<When false opinion, whose wrong thought ^files tbee. 
In thy just proof, repeals, and reconciles thee. 
What will hap more to-night, safe *scape the king ! 
Lurk, lurk. [Exit. 

SCENE VIl. 

A Room in GlostvrV Cattle. JSraer C oak wall, Regan, 
GoNsaiL, Edmund, and Semanu, 

Corn. Post speedily to my lord your husband ; show 
him this letter The army of France is landed 
Seek out the villain Gloster. [Exe. some of Servants. 

Reg. Hang him instantly. 

Gon. Pluck out his eyes. 

Com. Leave him to my displeasure.— Edmund, keep 
you our sister company ; the revenges we are bound to 
take upon your traitorous father are not fit for your be- 
holding. Advise the duke, where you are going, to a 
most festinate preparation ; we are bound to the like. 
Oar posts shall be swift, and intelligent betwixt us. 
Farewell, dear sister farewell, my lord of Glostet.^ 

Enter Steward. 
How now i Where's the king ) 

Stew. My lord of Gloster hath conveyM him hence ; 

£6] Free thingi-'MM clear firom dittrete. fOHNSON. 

[7] Attend to the (reat events tbat are approachinf , and make tbjradf 
known when that lAe opinian now prevailing againu thee shall, in con- 
seqoence of jnst ftraof of thy Integrity, revoke its erroneoot sentence* and 
recal thee tolwiMor and receneUiation. JOHNSON. 

m Meaning Edorand, newly investad with his Msr^ titles. The mm- 
spe^CkbgiaanrtMiRlf after* mentions tiie oM earl the aame^itks 
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Some five or six and thirty of his knights. 
Hot questrists* after him, met him at gate ; 
Who, with some other of the lord's dependants. 
Are gone with him towards Dover ; where they boast 
To have well-armed friends. 

Com. Get horses for your mistress. 

Gon. Farewell, sweet lord, and sister. 

[Exeunt Goneril and Edmund. 

Corn.Edmund,farewell.— Go, seek the traitor Gloster, 
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us : 

[Exeunt other Servanis, 
Though well we may not pass upon his life 
Without the form of justice ; yet our power 
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not control. Who's there/ The traitor ? 

Re-enter Servants^ with Gloster. 

Reg. Ingrateful fox .* 'tis he. 
Corn, Bind fast his corky arms.i 
G/o. What mean your graces f — Good my friends, 
consider 

You are my guests : do me no foul play, friends. 

Com. Bind him, I say. [Servants bind him. 

Reg. Hard, hard : — O filthy traitor ! 

G/o. Unmerciful lady as you are, I am none. 

Cort.Tothis chair bind him.— Vil1ain,thou shaltfind— 
[Regan plucks his beard. 

Glo. By the kind gods, 'tis most ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. 
. Reg. So white, and such a traitor ! 

Glo. Naughty lady. 
These hairs, which thou dost ravish from my chin, 
Will quicken, and accuse thee : I am your host ; 
With robbers' hands, my hospitable favours 
You should not ruffle thus. What will you do f 

Corn.Come,sir,what letters had you late from France ^ 

Reg. Be simple-answer'd, for we know the truth. 

Corn. And what confederacy have you with the traitors 
Late footed in the kingdom ^ 

Reg. To whose hands have you sent the lunatic king ^ 
Speak. 

Glo. I have a letter guessingbr set down. 
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart* 
And not from one oppos'd. ' 



C97 A questrist is one who goes in search or quest of smother. 8TEXV. 
C'3 Drf. withere d husky arms. JOHNSON. 
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Corn. Conning. 

^eg. And false. 
^ Com. Where hast thou sent the king ? 

Glo. To Dover. 

B.eg. Wherefore 
To Dover ? Wast thou not charged at thy peril— 

Com. Wherefore to Dover ^ Let him first answer that. 

O/o.I am tied to the stake,and I must stand the course.* 

B.eg. Wherefore to Dover ? 

Glo. Because I would not see thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes ; nor thy fierce sister 
In his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs. 
The sea, with such a storm as'hls bare head 
In hell-black night endur'd, would have buoy'd up. 
And quenchM the stelled fires : yet, poor old heart. 
He holp the heavens to rain. 
If wolves had at thy gate howl d that stern time, 3 
Thou shouldst have said, Good fiorter^ turn the key : 
All cruels else subscrib'd :« — But I shall see 
The winged vengeance overtake such children. 

Com, See it shaltthou never : — Fellows, hold the chair: 
^**-Upon these eyes of thine 1*11 set my foot. 
(Gloster is held down in hia chair ^whtle Cornwall 
filucka out one of his eyes^ and seta hia foot on it. 

Glo. He, that will think to live till he be old. 
Give me some help : — O cruel ! O ye gods 1 

Reg. One side will mock another ; the other too. 

Com. If you see vengeance,— 

Serv. Hold your hand, my lord : 
I have servM you ever since I was a child ; 
But better service have I never done you. 
Than now to bid you hold. 

Beg. How now, you dog ? 

Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
rd shake ^t en this quarrel : What do you mean ? 

Corn. My villain ! [Draws^ and runs at him. 

Serv. Nay, then come on, and take the chance of anger. 
\^Draws. They fight. Corvvtali^ is tvounded. 

Reg. [To another Servant."] Give me thy sword.— -A 
peasant stand up thus ! 
^Snatches a sword^ comes behind, and stabs hinu 

Serv. O, I am slain !-^My lord, you have one eye left 
To see some mischief on him O ! ^ iJ^ies , 

C2} The coone— the nmnins of the A>gt opon me. JOHNSON. < 
(33 TbM the iblio. Both the quartos r««L iearm thu> Itam--i|t«Mii 

7 VOL. vtii. y^M 
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Corn. Lest it see more, prevent it -Out, vile jcUy ! 
Where is thy lustre now i [7Var« out Glost£R*« other 
eye^ and thrown it on the ground* 
Glo, All dark and comfortless.— Where's my son 
Edmund i 

Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature, 
To quit this horrid act. 

Reg. Out, treacherous villain ! 
Thou call'st on him that hates thee : it was he 
That made the overture of thy treasons to us ; 
Who is too good to pity thee. 

Glo. O my follies ! 
Then Edgar was abusM. — 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him ! 

Reg. Go, thrust him out at gates, and let him smell 
His way to Dover. — How is't, my lord ? How look you ? 

Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt : — Follow me, lady.-* 
Turn out that eyeless villain ; — throw this slave 
Upon the dunghill. — Regan, I bleed apace : 
Untimely comes this hurt : Give me your arm. 

\^Exit Cornwall, led by Regan ;^Servant9 
unbind Gloster, and lead him out, 

1 Serv. Vil never care what wickedness I do. 
If this man comes to good. 

2 Serv. If she live long. 

And, in the end, meet the old course of death. 
Women will all turn monsters. 

1 Serv. Let's follow the old earl, and get the Bedlam ^ 
To lead him where he would ; his roguish madness 
Allows itself to any thing. 

2 Ser. Go thou ; 1*11 fetch some IIa3c',and whites of eggs. 
To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help him ! 

lExeunt Meverally, 



ACT IV. 

SC£N£ I.— Heath. ErOer Eocar. 

Edgar. Yet better thus, and known to be contemn'd. 
Than still contemn'd and ilattcrM. To be worst,* 
The lowest, and most d^ected thing of fortune, 
Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear : 



C53 I cannot btlp dilAkinfr th«t this pasM«e should be written tiM : • 
Tet fetter thas unknotm to be contrmnM* 
Thm vtin cofiteam'd ami ilatcer'd to be wse. TTRWHITT. 
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The lamentable change is from the best ; 

The worst returns to laughter. Welcome then, 

Thou unsubstantial air, that I embrace ! 

The wretch, that thou hast blown unto the worst. 

Owes nothing to thy blasts. — But who comes here ? — 

Enter Gloster, led by an old Man. 

My father, poorly led ? — World, world, O world ! 
But that thy strange nuitations makes us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to age. 

^Old Man. O my good lord, I have been your tenant^ 
and your father's tenant, these fourscore years. 

G/o. Away, get thee away ; good friend, be gone : 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man. Alack, sir, you cannot see your way. 

Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes ; 
I stumbled when I saw : Full oft 'tis seen. 
Our mean^ secures us ; and our mere defects 
Prove our commodities.— Ah, dear son Edgar» 
The food of thy abused father's wrath ! 
Might I but live to see thee in my touch, 
I'd say,X,had eyes again ! 

Old Man. How now i Who's there ? 

£dg. {^Ande."] O gods ! Who is't can say, I am at 
the worst ? 
I am worse than e'er I was. 

Old Man. 'Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg. {Aside.l And worse I may be yet : the worst is not, 
So long as we can say, Thi9 U the worst. 

Old Man. Fellow, where goest ? 

Glo. Is it a beggar-man ^ 

Old Man. Madman and beggar too. 

Glo. He lias some reason, else he could not beg. 
I'the last night's storm I such a fellow saw ; 
Which made me think a roan a worm : My son 
Came then into mv mind ; and ^et my mind 
Was then scarce friends with him : I have heard more 
since : 

As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods ; 
Thy kill us for their sport. 
Edg. How should this be ?— - 



§63 Mean Is here a tntotandvf » and s igniiet a middle m»^. 
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Bad is the trade must play the fool to sorrow. 
Angering itself and others. Mwrff.]— Bless thee, master r 

Gio. Is that the naked &Uow i 

Old Man. Ay, my lord. 

Glo, Then, pr'ythee, get thee gone : If, for my sake. 
Thou wilt overtake us, hence a nniie or twain, 
I'the way to Dover, do it for ancient love ; 
And bring some covering for this naked soul, 
Whom ril entreat to lead me. 

Old Man, Alack, sir, he's mad. 

Glo, 'Tis the time's plague, when madmen lead the 
blind. 

Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure : 
Above the rest, be gone. 

Old Man. I'll bring him the best 'parel that I have. 
Gome on't what will. [JSxxV. 

Glo, Sirrah, naked fellow. 

£d£^. Poor Tom's a-cold. — I cannot daub it further.'' 

{jiside. 

Glo. Come hither, fellow . 

£dg, [Mide.'l And yet I must.*-Bless thy sweet eyes, 
they bleed. 

Glo, Know'st thou the way to Dover ? 

EdjB^. Both stile and gate, horse- way and foot-path. 
Poor Tom hath been scared out of his good wits : Bless 
the good man from the foul fiend ! Five fiends have 
been in poor Tom at once ; of lust, as Obidicut ; Hob" 
bididance, prince of dumbness ; Mahu^ of stealing ; 
JModo, of murder ;and Flibbertigibbit^ of mopping and 
mowing ; who since possess chamber-maids and walt- 
i ng- women. • So bles^ thee, master ! 

£73 Daub— disguise. WARBURTON. 

C83 Shaksprare has made Edgar, in his feigned distraction, frequently allode 
to a vile imposture of some English Jesuits, at that time much the subject of 
conversation ; the history of it having been just then composed wUh great 
art and vigaor of st^Ie and composition by Dr. S. Harsenet, afterwards arch- 
bishop of Yotk., by order of the privy council, in a work intitled, A Decia- 
*' ration of egregious Popish Impostures to withdraw her Majesty's Subjects 
*' from their Allegiance, &c. practised by Edamnds, alias Weston, a Jesuit* 
" and divers Romish priests his wicked Associates" ; printed 1603. The 
imposture w:& in substance this. While the Spaniards were preparing their 
armada against England, the Jesuits were here busy at work to promote it by 
making converts : one method they emi^oyed was to dispossess pretended de> 
moniaclcs, by which artifice they made several hundred converts among the 
common people. The principal scene of this farce was laid in the family of 
one Mr. Edmund Peckham, a Roman catholic, where Marwood, a servant of 
Anthony Babington (who was afterwards executed for treason), Trayford«an 
attendant upon Mr. Peckham, and Sarah and Priswood Williams, and Anne 
Smith, three chambermaids, in that family, came into th<L{>riest's hands for 
cure. jBat the ditcipline of the patients was so loiig and severe, and the 
priests so elate and careless with their success, that the plot was discover^ 
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GIo, Here, take this purse, thou whom the heaven's 
plagues 

Have humbled to all strokes : that I am wretched, 
Makes thee the happier Heavens, deal so still ! 
Let the superfluous, and lust-dieted man, 
That slaves your ordinance, ^ that will not see 
Because he doth not feel, feel your power quickly : 
So distribution should undo excess. 
And each man have enough.— >Dost thou know Dover ^ 
£dg. Ay, master. 

G/o. There is a cliff, whose high and bending head^ 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep : 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear, 
With something rich about me : from that place 
I shall no leading need. 

Edg: Give me thy arm ; 
Poor Tom shall lead thee. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Before the Duke of Albany*^ Palace. Enter Goneril and 
£dmund ; Steward meeting them, 

Gon, Welcome, my lord : I marvel, our mild husband' 
Not met us on the way : — Now, where*s your master.* 

Stew* Madam, within ; but never man so ohang'd : 
I told him of the army that was landed ; 
He smild at it : I told him, you were coming ; 
His ansv/er was. The worse : of Gloster's treachery^ 
And of the loyal service of his son. 
When I inform 'd him, then he caird me sot ; 
And told me, I had tum'd the wrong side out 
What most he should dislike, seems pleasant to h^m 
What like, offensive. 

Gon. Then shall you go no further. [To Edhunb^ 
It is the cowish^terror of his spirit, 

edon the confession of the -parties concerned, and the contrivers of it deset* 
vedlv punished. . The five dtvt]8 here mentioned, are the names of five of 
those who were-made to act in this farce npon the chamber-maids and wait- 
ing-women; and they were generally so ridiculously nick- named, that Hars- 
Mt haa one diapter " on the strange names of their devils t lest," said he, 
" meeting them otherwise by chance, von mistake them for the names of 
tapsters or jugglers." WARBURTON. 

eel To slave an ordinance->ix to treat it as a slave, to make it subject to 
«s> instead of acting in obedience to it. STEEVENS. 

C I] It must be remembered that Albany, the husband of GonerifS ^V&V)V«\ 
is. the end of the first act, th& scheme of opprcMton as\d m^^mVcoAA* V^^^SVAv 
7* VOL. VIII, 
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That dares not undertake : he'll not feel wrongs, 
Which tie him to an answer : Our wishes, on the way. 
May prove effects.^ Back. Edmund, to my brother ; 
Hasten his musters, and conduct his powers : 
I must change arms at home, and give the distaff 
Into my husband's hands. This trusty servant 
Shall pass between us : ere long you are like to hear. 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 
A mistress's command. Wear this ; spare speech ; 

[Giving a favour. 
Decline your head :3 this kiss, if it durst speak, 
Would stretch thy spirits up into the air ; — 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 

EdnL Yours in the ranks of death. 

Gon, My most dear Gloster ! [Exit Edmund. 

O, the difference of man, and man ! To thee 
A woman's services are due ; my fool 
Usurps my bed. 

Stew, Madam, here comes my lord. [Exit Steward. 

Enter Albany. 

Gon, I have been worth the whistle. 

Mb. O Goneril ! 
You are not worth the dust which the rude wind 
Blows in your face. — I fear your disposition : 
That nature, which contemns its origin. 
Cannot be border'd certain in itself ; 
She that herself will sliver and disbranch 
From her maternal sap, perforee must wither. 
And come to deadly use.* 

Gon. No more ; the text is foolish. 

Alb. Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile : 
Filths savour but themselves. What have you done ? 
Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform'd ? 
A father, and a gracious aged man, 
Whose reverence the head-lugg'd bear would lick. 
Most barbarous, most degenerate ! have you madded. 
Cou Id my good brother suffer you to do it ? 
A man, a prince, by him so benefited ^ 

[2] The wishes, which we expressed to each other on oor way hither.may 
completed, and prove tffV ctual to die destruction of my husband. MAL* 

13] She bids him decline his head, that she might {^ive him a kiss (the stew- 
ard being present) and that it might appear only to hini as a whisper. ST£E . 

(4l Alluding to the use that witches and inchanters are said to make of with? 
rred bran^es in their chirms. A fiiie insinoation in the speaker, that she w a» 
ready for th? moat unnatural o^hieCand a preparative or the poet to her {lot- 
tm% with the kastard against her husband's lire . W AKBUETON. 
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If that the heavens do not their visible spirits 
Send quickly down to tame these vile ofifenceSt 
'Twill come. 

Humanity must perforce prey on itself» 
Like monsters of the deep.* 

Gon. Miik-Uver'd man ! 
That bear'st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs ; 
Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 
Thine honour from thy suffering ; that not know'st,. 
Fools do those villains pity, who are punishM 
Ere they have done their mischief. Where's thy drum ? 
France spreads his banners in our noiseless land ; 
With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats ; 
Whilst thou, a moral fool, sit*st still, and cry'st, 
Alack ! why does he so ? 

Alb, See thyself, devil ! 
Proper deformity seems not in the fiend 
So horrid, as in woman. ^ 

Gon. O vain fool ! 

Alb. Thou changed and self-cover'd thing, for shame, 
Be-monster not thy feature. Were it my fitness 
To let these hands obey my blood. 
They are apt enough to dislocate and tear 
Thy flesh and bones : — Howe'er thou art a fiend, 
A woman's shape doth shield thee. 

Gon. Marry, your manhood now ! — 
Enter a Messenger. 

Alb, What news ? 

Mes. O, my good lord, the duke of Cornwall's dead 
Slain by his servant, going to put out 
The other eye of Gloster. 

Alb. Gloster's eyes ! 

Mes. A servant that he bred, thrill'd with remorse^ 
Opposed against the act, bending his sword 
To his great master ; who, thereat enrag'd, 
Flew on him, and amongst them fell'd him dead : 
But not without that harmful stroke, which since 
Hath pluck *d him after. 

Alb. This shows you are above. 
You justicers, that these our nether crimes 
So s peedily can venge ? — But, O poor Gloster ! 

tSl Fishes are the only animali that are known to prey upon their own' 
species. JOHNSON. 

[6] DlAboiic qualitfet appear not so herrid in the devil t o who m they iw-' 
Jong, as i& wonsaA who t^iw^araBy aisamcf thm. ■ ' WAMUETM* 
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Lost he his otiier eye ! 

McB, Both, both, my lord.— 
This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer ; 
*Tis from your sister. 

Gon. {Aiidc'l One way I like this well ;7 
But being widow, and my Gloster with her. 
May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful lite : — Another way. 
The news is not so tart. — I'll read, and answer. [Exit* 

Alb, Where was his son, when they did take his eyes ^ 

Men, Come with my lady hither. 

Alb, He is not here. 

McB, No, my good lord ; I met him back again. 

Alb. Knows he the wickedness ^ 

M(?«.Ay,my good lord ; 'twas he inform'd against him; 
And quit the house on purpose, that their punishment 
Might have the freer course. 

Alb, Gloster, I live 
To thank thee for the love thou show'dst the king, 
And to revenge thine eyes. — Come hither, friend ; 
Tell me what more thou knowest. lExeunt. 

SCENE III. 

The French Camp near Dwer, Eftter Kent, anda Gentleman,^ 

Kent, Why the king of France is so suddenly gone 
back know you the reason ^ 

Gent, Something he left imperfect in the state. 
Which since his coming forth is thought of ; which 
Imports to the kingdom so much fear and danger. 
That his personal return was most required. 
And necessary. 

Kent, Who hath he left behind him general ? 

Gent, The mareschal of France, Monsieur le Fen 

Kent, Did your letters pierce the queen to any demon- 
stration of grief ^ 

Gent, Ay, sir ; she took them, read them In my pret- 
ence ; 

And now and then an ample tear trill'd down 
Her delicate cheek ; it seem'd, she was a queen 

[7] Goneril's plan was topiiison her sSster^to marry Edmund— to nratder 
Albany —and to eet posfesstoa of the whole kingdom. At the death of QMnn- 
wall facilitated the fast part of her scheoie, the was pleased at it ; bet 
ked tc, as it iwt it in the power of her sister to marry Ednond. MAM>1V. 

^3 ThemtioM wfaonlieHattodMfiHtsiiBgsecwl^ 
delta. JOHNSON. 
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Over her passion ; who, most rebel-like, 
Sooght to be \Xvk% o'er her. 

Menu O, then it mov'd her. 

Gent, Not to a rage : patience and sorrow strove 
Who should express her goodliest. You have seen 
Sunshine and rain at once : her smiles and tears 
Were like a better day : Those happy smiles. 
That play'd on her ripe lip, seem'd not to know 
What guests were in her eyes ; which parted thence. 
As pearls from diamonds dropp'd. — In brief, sorrow 
Would be a rarity most belov'd, if all 
Gould so become it. 

Kent, Made she no verbal question ^ 

Gent. Faith, once, or twice, she heaved the name of 
father 

Pantingly forth, as if it press'd her heart ; 

Cried, Siatert ! siatera ! — Shame of ladies I aiatera S 

Kent .'father ! aiatera ! What ? Pthe atorm ? iUhe night f 

Let fiity not be believed .' There she shook 

The holy water from her heavenly eyes. 

And clamour moisten'd : then away she started 

To deal with grief alone. 

Kent. It is the stars. 
The stars above ns, govern our conditions ; 
£lse one self mate and mate' could not beget 
Such different issues. You spoke not with her since ^ 

Gent. No. 

Kent. Was this before the king retum'd f 
Gent. No, since. 

JTffn/. Well, sir ; The poor distress'd Lear is i'the town : 
Who sometime, in his better tune, remembers 
What we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield tp see his daughter. 

Gent. What, good sir f 

Kent. A sovereign shame so elbows him : his own 
unkindness, 

-That stripped her from hi^benediction, turn'd her 
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights . 
To his dog-hearted daughters, — these things sting 
His mind so venomouslv, that burning shame ^ 
Detains him from Cordelia. 



igl Let not sueh a thing as picy be soppofed to exist 1 ST£S VENS. 

Ci] The same hosband and the same wife. JOHNSON. 

tzi The metaphor is lure preservd with great knowledge of nature. Tht 
ve$tam of mlsoooos animals being a high CMitic s»l^ that hM «U dw cAcC 
fli^ upon the part. vrtMSUKTOnT ■ ^r,, . 
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ACT iW. 



Geni, Alack, poor gentleman ! 

JTcnr.Of Vlbany's and Cornwairs powers you heardsotf 

Gent, * Tis so ; they are afoot. 

£:ene. Well, sir. Til bring you to our master Leftr, 
And leave you to attend him : some dear cause 
Will in concealment wrap me up a while ; 
When 1 am known aright, you shall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go 
Along with me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

The tame* A Tent. Enter Cord t hi Phyucian, and SoUiere, 

Cor. Alack, 'tis he ; why, he was met even now 
As mad as the vex'd sea : singing aloud ; 
Crown*d with rank fumiter,^ and furrow-weeds. 
With harlocks,4 hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers. 
Darnel,* and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining corn. — A century send forth ; 
Search every acre in the high-grown field. 
And bring him to our eye. [Ejeit an Q^rer.]-- >What 

can man's wisdom do, 
In the restoring his bereaved sense f 
He, that helps him, toke all my outward worth. 

Fhy, There is means, madam : 
Our foster-nurse of nature is repose. 
The which he lacks ; that to provoke in him. 
Are many simples operative, whose power 
Will close the eye of anguish. 

Cor. All bless'd secrets. 
All you unpublish'd virtues of the earth, 
Spring with my tears ! be aidant, and remediate, 
In the good man's distress !— Seek, seek for him ; 
Lest his ungovern'd rage dissolve the Ufe 
That wants the means to lead it.< 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mea. Madam ^ news ; 
The British powers are marching hitherward. 

Cor. 'Tis known before ; our preparation stands 
In expectation of them. — O dear father, 

[3] FUwtory, By the old herbalists, written famittery. HARRIS. 

Ul Barhcks most Be a typographical error for charlock^ the common omm 
of stnapis aroensis, wild mnstard. HARRIS. 

C5X Darnel, according to Gerard, is the most hmtfbl of w ^i^ m gi |j^C tt ffl > 
(61 Hw reason wlOchthOBld guide ic JOHNSON. 
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It is thy business that I go about ; 
Therefore greet France 

My mourning, and important tears, hath pitied.^ 

No blown ambftion doth our arms incite, ^ 

But love, dear loive, and our ag'd father's right : 

Soon may I hear, and see him ! lExeunf, 

SCENE V. 

J Room in Gloster'^ Cattle, Enter Recaw mid Steuoard, 

Reg, But are my brother's powers set forth ? 

Siev>. Ay, madam. 

Beg. Himself 
In person there ? 

Stetff, Madam, with much ado : 
Your sister is the better soldier. 

Reg. Lord Edmund spake not with your lord at home ? 

Stevf. No, madam. 

Reg. What might import my sister's letter to him ? 
Stev). I know not, lady. 

Reg. Taith, he is posted hence on serious matter. 
It was great ignorance, Gloster's eyes being out. 
To let him live ; where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts against us : Edmund, I think, is gone, 
In pity of his misery, to despatch 
His nigh ted life ;^ moreover, to descry 
The strength o'the enemy. 

Stew. I must needs after him, madam, with my letter. 

Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow ; stay with us ; 
The ways are dangerous. 

Steiv. I may not, madam ; 
My lady charged my duty in this business. 

RegSNhy should she write to Edmund ? Might not you 
Transport her purposes by word ? Belike, 
Something— I know not what : — I'll love thee much, 
Let me unseal the letter. 

Stew. Madam, I had rather — 

Reg. 1 know, your lady does not love her husband ; 
I am sure of that : and, at her late being here. 
She gave strange ceiliads,' and most speaking loc^s 
To noble Edmund : I know, you are of her bosom, 

[73 Importanc as In oCker placet in this Mthor, for importunmU. JOHNS. 
[87 No !na4ted, no sw^Uing pride. JOHNSON. 
C93 HkCi^ aiade,^fc Itt night by the extioctloo of hb ejcs.. STBEVENBjt 
l\2 OHUaitfVt. A casC/or«li^iiliB«nt glance of^ cfe. STEEVEllS. 
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Stew, I, madam \ 

Reg. I speak in understanding ; you are, I know it : 
Therefore, 1 do advise you, take this note 
My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk'd ; 
And more convenient is he for my hand, 
Than for your lady's r—You may gather more.' 
If you do find him, pray you, give him this ; 
And when your mistress hears thus much from yoOt 
I pray, desire her call her wisdom to her. 
So, fare you well. 

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor. 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 

Stew. 'Would I could meet him, madam ! I would show 
What party I do follow. 

Reg. Fare thee well. [Exeunt. 

SCENE vr. 

The Cotmtry near Dover. Enter G lostbr, Md Edgar, iireaed 
like a Peascmt. 

GLo. When shall we come to the top of that same hUl i 
Edg. You do climb up it now : look, how we labour. 
Glo. Methinks, the ground is even. 
Edg. Horrible steep : 
Hark, do you hear the sea ? 
Glo. No, truly. 

Edg* Why, then your other senses grow imperfect 
By your eyes' anguish. 

Glo. So it may be, indeed : 
Methinks, thy voice is alterM and thou speak'st 
In better phrase, and matter, than thou didst. 

Edg.Yo^ are much deceived ; in nothing am I chang'd, 
But in my garments. 
Glo. Methinks, you are better spoken. 
Edg. Come on, sir ; here's the place stand atilL— > 
How fearful 
And dizzy 'tis, to cast one's eyes so low ! 
The crows, and choughs, that wing the midwa^r 
Show scarce so gross as beetles t Half wa^ down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire ; dreadnil trade ! 
Methinks, he seems no bigger than his head : 
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach, 

lor .^'jonlifBtBt 



r^l Ifttt means in this place, not a letter* bat a remark. 
C33 Yoa may infer more than I have dtrectlsr told, jf^a, 
EJgat altera Ma vflca In order past afterw^nh.. 
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Appear like nice ; and yon' tall anchoring bark, 
Diminish'd to her cock \9 her cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight : The murmuring 8arge» 
That on the unnumbered idle pebbles chafes. 
Cannot be heard so hig^ : — I'll look no more ; 
Liest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong.* 

ur/o. Set me where you stand. 

Edg, Give me your hand : You are now within a foot 
Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would I not leap upright. 

Glo, Let go my hand. 
Here, friend, is another purse ; in it, a jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking : Fairies, and gods. 
Prosper it with thee ! Go thou further off ; 
Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going. 

Edg. Kow fare you well, good sir. \SeemB to go, 

Glo. With all my heart. 

Edg, Why do I trifle thus with his despair. 
Is done to cure it. 

6/0. O, you mighty gods ^ 
This world do I renounce ; and, in your sights, 
Shake patiently my great aftictioa off : 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great opposeless wills. 
My snuff, and loathed part of nature, should 
Bum itself out. If Edgar live, O, bless him I— 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. [He lenfitf and/alls along, 

Edg. Gone9 sir ^ farewell.-— 
And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treawry of life, when life itself 
Yields to the theft.' Had he been Where he thought, 
By this* had thought been past.— AUve, or dead ? 
Ho. you sir ! friend ! — Hea?r you, sir ^--speak ? 

Ifi Hercoek-4ierGiM;k4ioac. JOHNSON. 

C6] This deBcription has has been much admired sinee the time of Addison, 
who has remarkra, with m poor attempt nc pleasantry, that "he who can 
''read it witboot being giddy* has a very jiaod he^d, or a very bad one.*' 
fbe dctenptlon is cenaiaty not niean> but I am for from thinking it wroni^ 
to the ntoMMt exceilenee or poetry. He that looks from a arecipice* find* 
himseir astailed by one great and dreadfhl Image of irresistible destmction. 
Bot dUs ovenrlielnung idea is dissipated and enwetded from the instant that 
the fload can teatore Itseirto the obsenration of partiealars, and diifiiaa its 
atCenttoa to dlstlna objects. The enoraeracion or the dmaghs and crows, 
tiie samphire man, MM^the fiihers. counteracts the great cfect of the pros* 
pect. as It peoples the desert of immediate vacidty , and ttooe the mind is the 
rapidity or iu descent through emptiness and horror. JOttNSON. 

irS When life is wHlhig tabe dettroyed. JOHNSON. 
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Thus might he pass, indeed : •-—Yet he revires : 

What are you, sir ? 

Glo, Away, and let me die. 

jE</.Hadst thou been aught but go88omer,*feathen,ur, 
So many fathom down precipitating. 
Thou hadst ghiver'd like an egg : but thou dost breathe ; 
Hast heavy substance ; bleed*st not ; speak'st ; art sound. 
Ten masts at each make not the altitude, 
Which thou hast perpendicularly fell ; 
Thy life's a miracle : Speak yet again. 

Glo. But have I fallen, or no ? 

Edg. From the dread summit of this chalky boom 
Look up a-height ;— the shrill-gorg'd lark so far 
Cannot be-£een or heard : do but look op. 

Glo. Alack, I have no eyes.— 
Is wretchedness deprived that benefit. 
To end itself by death } ' Twas yet some comfort, 
When misery could beguile the tyrant's rage. 
And frustrate his proud will. 

Edg, Give me your arm : 
Up So How is't > Fe^l you your legs ? Yott ttand 

Glo, Too well, too well. 

Edg, This is above all strangeness. 
Upon* the crown o'the cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you i 

Glo, A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg. As I stood here below, methought, his ejrea 
Were two full moons ; he had a thousand noses. 
Horns whelk'd,* and wav'd like the enridged sea^ 
It was some fiend : Therefore, thou happy father. 
Think that the clearest -gods, ^ who make them bonoofs 
<Of.nven's impossibiUties, have preserved thee. 

Glo, I do remember now : henceforth IH bear 
Affliction, till it do cry out itself, 
Enough, enough, and, die. That thing you speak of, - 
I took it for a man ; often 'twould say, 
Thejiend, the fiend : he led me to that place. 

Edg. Dear free and patient thoughts.^— But who 
comes here ? 

rS] Thus he might die in reality. We still use the mord passingbeU. lOH. 

to3 The tnbstance called gossamer is formed'ofthe collected wete ctnyhig 
sfmers. and doritig calm weather in autumn sometimes falls in amasbif^ 
^oantities. See Romeo and Jaltet. d. 40. HOLT WHITE. 

r 1 1 This chalky boundary. STEEVENS. 

[2] Varied with protuberances. STEEVENS. 

[3] The purest ; the most free from evil. JOHNSON.— —80 in Tiawn 
.flf Athens : '* Roots, you cledr floods." MALONE. 

(>] Xo be melancholy is to have ^ wM dnteeddowa t» SM ftinM 
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Enter hE ail , fantastically dressed ufi mthjltmere. 

The safer sense will ne'er accommodate 
His master thus. 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coining ; I an» 
the king himself. 

£dg, O thou side-piercing sight ! 

Lear, Nature's above art in that respect.— There's 
your press-money. That fellow handles his bow like a 
crow-keeper Draw me a clothier's yard.— Look, look, 
a mouse ! Peace, peace ;— this piece of toasted cheese 
-will do't. There's my gauntlet ; PU prove it on a gi- 
ant—Bring up the brown bills. — O, well flown, bird 
i'the clout, i'the clout: hewgh !— Give the word.? 

Edg, Sweet marjoram* 

Lear, Pass. 

Glo. I know that voice. 

Lear, Ha \ Goneril I — with a white beard ! — They 
fiatter'd me like a dog and told me, I had white hairs 
in my beard, ere the black ones were there. To say ay, 
and no, to every thing I said !— Ay and no too was no 
good divinity. When the rain came to wet me once, 
and the wind to make me chatter ;* when the thunder 
-would not peace at my bidding ; there I found them, 
there I smelt them out. Go to, they are not men o' 
their words : they told me, I was every thing ; 'tis a 
lie ; I am not ague-proof. 

Glo, The trick of that voice I do well remember : ' 
Is't not the king i 

Lear, Ay, every inch a king : 



idea; diere is therefore great propriety in exIiortinK Gloiter to free thought i, 
to an emaacipation of his soul from grief and despair. JOHNSON. 

[53 In several counties to this day > they call a stuffed figure, representing a 
man, and armed with a bow and arrow, set up to fright Uie crows from Ukc 
limit and com, a cronu-keeper as well as a scare-crotu. THEOBALD. 

TWb cre^hkeeper was so common in the author's time that it is one of the 
few peculiarities mentioned by Ortelios in his account of our island. J OH. 

[61 Lear is here raving of archery, and shooting at huts, as is plain by the 
words i* the clout, that m« the white mark they set up and aim at : hence 
the phrase^ to hit the tuhite, WARBURTON. 

Tr] Lear supposes himself in a garrison, and before he lets Edgar pass, reo 
quart* the watch^word. JOHNSON. 

[8] They played the spaniel to me. JOHNSON. 

[93 This seems to be an allusion to king Canute's behaviour when his coor- 
tiers flattered him as lord of the sea. STEEVENS. 

Ci3 Trick, says Mr. Hanmer, is a word frequently used for the air, or that 
peculiarity in a hce, voice « or gesture, which distingnithes it from othcnw 
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When I do stare, see, how the subject quakes.— 
I pardon that man's life : What was thy cause ^ 
Adultery,'^ 

Thou shalt not die : Die for adultery ! No : 
The wren goes tot, and the small gilded fly 
Does lecher in my sight. 

Let copulation thrive, for Gloster's bastard son 
Was kinder to his father, than my daughters 
Got 'tween the lawful sheets. 
To't, luxury, pell-mell, for I lack soldiers. — 
Behold yon* simpering dame, 
Whose face between her forks presageth snow ; 
That minces virtue, and does shake the head 
To hear of pleasure's name ; 
The fitchew, « nor the soiled horse,* goes to't 
With a more riotous appetite. 
Down from the waist they are centaurs. 
Though women all above : 
But to the girdle do the gods inherit. 
Beneath is all the fiends' ; there's hell, there's darkness, 
there is the sulphurous pit, burning, scalding, stench, 
consumption ; — Fye, fye, fye ! pah ; pah ! Give me an 
ounce of civet, good apothecary, to sweeten my imagi- 
nation : there's money for thee. 

G/o. O, let me kiss that hand ! 

Lear, Let me wipe it first ; it smells of mortality. 

Glo, O ruin'd piece of nature ! This great world 
Shall so wear but to nought. — Dost thou know me f 

Lear, I remember thine eyes well enough. Dost thou 
squiny at me ? No, do thy worst, blind Cupid ; I'll not 
love. — Read thou this challenge ; mark but the penning 
of it 

Glo. Were all the letters suns, I could not see one. 
Edg, I would not take this from report it is. 
And my heart breaks at it. 
Lear, Read. 

Glo, What, with the case of eyes ? 

Lear, O, ho, are you there with me ? No eyes in 
your head, nor no money in your purse ? Your eyes are 
in a heavy case, your purse in a light : yet you ssee how 
this world goes. 

£2] The fitchew— a polecat. POPE. 

[3] SoUed horse— is a term for a horse that has been fed with haj tmi corn 
in the stable daring the winter^ and is turned oat in the spring to tafct the 
6rst 3a>h of grass, or has it cut and carried iu to him. This at once delnsea 
the animal, and fills him with blood. STSEVENS. 
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G/o, I see it feelingly. 

JLear. What, art mad? A man may see how this worVd 
goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears : see how 
yon' justice rails upon yon' simple thief. Hark, in thine 
ear : Change places ; and, handy-dandy, which is the 
justice, which is the thief ?— Thou hast seen a farmer's 
dog bark at a beggar ? 

G/o. Ay, sir. 

Lear, And the creature run from the cur ? There thou 
niight'st behold the great image of authority : a dog's 
obeyed in office. 

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand : 
Why dost thou lash that whore ? strip thine own back ; 
Thou hotly lust'st to use her in that kind, 
For which thou whipp'st her. The usurer hangs the 
cozener. 

Through taiter'd clothes small vices do appear ; 
Robes, and furr'd gowns, hide all. Plate sin with gold. 
And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks : 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it. 
None does offend, none, I say, none ; Til able *em 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes » 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 
To see the things thou dost not. — Now, now, now, now: 
Pull off my bootF : — harder, harder ; sa 

E>dg, O, matter and impertinency mix^'d ! 
Reason in madness ! 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloster : 
Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither. 
Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the air. 
We wawl, and cry :•— I wHl preach to thee ; mark me» 

G/o. Alack, alack the day ! 

Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are come 

To this great stage of fools; This a good block M — 

It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe 
A troop of horse with felt : Til put it in proof ; 
And when I have stolen upon these sons-in-law. 
Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 



C4] An old phrase signifying to qualify, or uphold them. WARBURTOK* 
Cf] Perhaps we should ready 

'TVi a good hlock. RITSON. 

8* VOL. VIII* 
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Enter a Gentleman^ voiih AttendantB. 

Gent, O, here he is ; lay hand upon him.— Sir, 
Your moat dear daughter— 

Lear. No rescue ? What, a prisoner ? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune. — Use me well ; 
You shall have ransome. Let me have a sargeon, 
I am cut to the brains. 

Gent. You shall have any thing. 

Lear, No seconds ^ All myself ? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of salt,* 
To use his eyes for garden water-pots, 
Ay, and for laying autumn's dust. 

Gent, Good sir,— 

Lear. I will die bravely, like a bridegroom : What ? 
I will be jovial ; come, come ; I am a king, 
My masters, know you that ? 

'Gent, You are a royal one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then there's life in it. Nay, an you get it, 
you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa. 

[JExjV, running ; Attendants follow. 

Gent, A sight most pitiful in the meanest wretch ; 
Past speaking of in a king !— -Thou hast one daughter, 
Who redeems nature from the general curse 
/ Which twain have brought her to. 

Edg. Hail, gentle sir. 

Gent, Sir, speed you : What's your will ? 

Edg, Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle toward i 

Gent, Most sure, and vulgar : every one hears that, 
Which can distinguish sound. 

Edg, But, by your favour. 
How near*s the other army ? 

Gent, Near, and on speedy foot ; the main descry 
Stands on the hourly thought. ^ 

Edg. I thank you, sir : that*s all. 

»/.Though that the queen on special cause is here. 
Her army ia mov'd oo. 

Edg. I thank you, sir. [Exit Gent, 

Glo. You ever-gentle gods, take my breath from me ; 
Let not my worser spirit tempt me again 
To die before you please ! 

Edg. Well pray you, father. 

Glo, Now, good sir, what are you } 

[61 A man of sa)t is a man of tears. STEEVENS. 
[73 The main bcxfy is expected to t>e dtscried every hour. The expresHoa 
is harsh. JOHNSON. 



Edg, A most poor maa, made ume by fortune'* blows ; 

Who, by the art of known and feeling torrofW8> 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give ine yoar haad, 
ru lead you to some biding. 

6r/o. Hearty thaaks : 
The bounty and the benisoo of heaven 
To boot, and boot \ 

Enter Steni>ard, 

Steiv, A proclaim 'd pn?e ! Most happy ! 
That eyeless head of thine was first fram'd flesh 
To raise my fortunes.*— rhou old unhappy traitor. 
Briefly thyself remember — The sword is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Gio, Now let thy friendly hand 
Put strength enough to it. [Edgar ofifiosef. 

Stew, Wherefore, bold peasant, 
Dar'st thou support a publish'd traitor ? Hence ; 
Lest that the infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 

Edg, ChiU not let go, zir, without vurther 'casion. 

Stew. Let go, slave, or thou diest. 

£dg. Good gentleman^ go your gait,' and let poor 
volk pass. And ch'ud ha' been zwagger'd out of my 
life, 'twould not ha' been zo long as 'tis by a vortnight. 
Nay, come not near the old man ; keep out, the 
vor'ye,' or isc try whether your costard^ or my bat be 
the harder : Chi'll be plain with you. 

Stew, Out, dunghill ! 

Edg. Ch'ill pick your teeth, zir : Come ; no matter 
vor your foins.* 

IT&eyJtght ; and Eogar knocks him down, 

iS^f .Slave, thou hast slain me : — Villain, take my purse; 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body ; 
And give the letters, which thou find'st about me» 
To Edmund earl of Gloster ; seek him out 
Upon the British party : — O, untimely death ! [Dies, 

Edg, I know thee well : A serviceable villain ; 

rSi QwcUy recollect the vatc oIKriices of thy life« and recommend thyself 
t»blav«fu WARBURTON. 

fo] Cm yow gait is a common expression in the North. In the Inst re- 
bcluon> wben the Scotch soldiers bad finished their exercise, instead of oar 
term of dismission, their phrase was gang your gaits. ST££V£NS. 

rn Che vor ye->/ nuaru you. Edgar coontcrfieits the western dialect. 

^ ^ JOHNSON. 

[3] Costard is head. STEEVENS. 

[33 To Ibln is to make what we call a thruit in feAc\n§i iBKlSiariSdM 
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As duteous to the vices of thy mistress, 
As badness would desire. 

Gio. What, is he dead } 

Edg. Sit you down, father ; rest you.— 
Let's see his pockets : these letters, that he speaks of, 
May be my friends. — He's dead : I am only sorry 
He had no other death's-man.— Let us see : — 
Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not : 
To know our enemies' minds, we'd rip their hearts ; 
Their papers, is more lawful.^ 

[Reads.] Let our reci/irocal vows be remembered. 
You have many ofifiortunitiea to cut him off: if your 
will want not, fime and filace will be fruitfully offered. 
There ia nothing done^ if he return the conqueror. : 
Then am I the firiaoner^ and his bed my gaol ; from the 
loathed warmth whereof deliver me, and aufifUy the 
place for your labour. 

Your wife, (so I would say^J and your affectionate 
servant^ Goneril. 
O undistinguish'd space of woman's will 
A plot upon her virtuous husband's life ; 
And the exchange, my brother ! — Here, in the sands^ 
Thee I'll rake up,* the post unsanctified 
Of murd'rous lechers : and, in the mature ttme» 
With this ungracious paper strike the sight 
Of the death-practis'd duke :^ For him 'tis well, 
That of thy death and business I can tell. 

[Exit Edgar, dragging out the body, 

Glo. The king is mad : how stiff is my vile sense, 
That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge sorrows ! Better I were distract : 
So should my thoughts be severed from my griefs ; 
And woes, by wrong imaginations, lose 
The knowledge of themselves. 

Re-enter Edgar. 
Edg. Give me your hand : 
Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum. 
Come, father, I'll bestow you with a friend. lExeunt . 

f I^L® r1u*".*°***' P"^ ^^^^ "5^' Pj'cei to extort cdq. 

fenion of their secrets ; to tear opeiy their letters is mort JewflU. WAM 

[53 O andistingnished licentiousness of a woman's incliaatioa. STEEV 
wH} ^OHNSoSt"'*"''' *** ni»chii»t*4 br practice or tra- 
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SCENE VIL 

A Tent in the Fretteh Cain^. Leak 011 a hed^ atletp ; fkysieian^ 
Gentleman^ aiid olhen^ attefuUng : ' Enter Coksslxa and 
Ke«t. 

Cor. O thou good Kent, how shall I live, and work» 
To match thy goodness f My life will be too short, 
And every measure fail me. 

Kent. To be acknowledge, madam, is overpaid. 
All my reports go with the modest truth ; 
Nor more, nor clipp'd, but so. 

Cor. Be better suited 
These weeds are memories of those worser hours ; 
I pr'ythee, put them off. 

Kent. Pardon me, dear madam ; 
Yet to be known, shortens niy made intent : 
My boon I make it, that you know me not, 
Till time and I think meet. 

Cor. Then be it so, my good lord. — How does the 
king ? [ To the Physician. 

Phys. Madam, sleeps still. 

Cor. O you kind gods. 
Cure this great breach in his abused nature ! 
The untun'd and jarring senses, O, wind up 
Of this child-changed father ! » 

Phya. So please your majesty. 
That we may wake the king ^ he hath slept long. 

Cor. Be govern 'd by your knowledge, and proceed 
Pthe sway of your own will. Is he array'd f 

Gent. Ay, madam ; in the heaviness of his sleep. 
We put fresh garments on him. 

Phys. Be by, good madam, when we do awake him ; 
I doubt not of his temperance. 

Cor. Very well. 

P/zy .Please you, draw near.— Louder the music there. 

Cor. O my dear father ! Restoration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiss 
Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters 
Have in thy reverence made ! 

Kent. Kind and dear princess ! 

Cor. Had you not been their father, these white fiakes 
Had challeng'd pity of them. Was this a face 
To be exposed against the warring winds ? 

(8} Be better dressed, put on a better salt of flotbei. 
(9] Changed by his children. MALON& 
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To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder ^ 

In the most terrible and nimble stroke 

Of quick, cross )ightniiig ^ to watch (poor perdu !) 

With this thin helm ' ' Mine enemy's dog. 

Though he had bit me. should have stood that night 

Against my fire ; And wast thou fain, poor father^ 

To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlom» 

In short and musty straw f Alack, alack ! 

'Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once 

Had not concluded all — He wakes ; speak to him. 

Fhya* Madam, do you ; 'tis fittest. 

Cor. How does my royal lord? How fares your majesty^ 

Lear. You do me' wrong, to take roe out t'the grave.— 
Thou art a soul in bliss ; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cor, Sir, do you know me ? 

JLear, You are a spirit, I know ; Wheo did you die i 
Cor, Still, still, far wide ! 

Phy9\ He's scarce awake ; let him alone awhile. 
Lear. Where have I been i Where am I Fair 
day-light ? — 

I am mightily abus'd.s — I should even die with pity« 
To see another thus. — 1 know not what to say.— 
I will not swear, these are my hands : — let's see ; 
I feel this pin prick. — 'Would I were assur'd 
Of my condition. 

Cor, O, look upon me, sir. 
And hold your hands in benediction o'er me 
No, sir, you must not kneel. 

Lear, Pray, do not mock me : 
I am a very foolish fond old man. 
Fourscore and upward ; and, to deal plainly, 
I fear, I am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks, I should know you, and know this man ; 
Yet I am doubtful : for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is ; and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments ; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last night : Do not laugh at me ; 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

[1] The allasion Is to the forlorn>hope in an army> which are pat upon def^ 
aerate adventures, and called in French enfans perdus ; the therefore calls 
her father, poor perdu. WARBURTON. 

C23 I am strangely imposed on by my appeanwcet ; I an in a strange miat 
of uncertainty. JOHNSON . 



Cor. And so I am» I am. 

lacar. Be your tears wet f Yes, 'faith. I pray, weep not: 
If you have poison for me, I will drink it : 
I know, yon do not love me ; for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 
Yoa have some cause, they have not. 

Cor. No cause, no cause. 

Lear. Am I in France ^ 

Kent, In your own kingdom, sir. 

Lear. Do not abuse me. 

Pfiya. Be comforted, good madam : the great rage, 
You see, is cur'd in him : and yet it is danger 
To make him even o'er the time he has lost.^ 
Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more. 
Till further settling. 

Cor. Will't please your highness walk ? 

Lear. You must bear with me : 
Pray now« forget and forgive : I am old, and foolish. 

lExeum Lxar, CoaDBLiA,PAjMcian, and AttemUmit. 

Gent. Holds it true, sir. 
That the duke of Cornwall was so slain? 

Kem. Most certain, sir. 

Gent. Who is conductor 6f his people ? 

Kent. As it is said. 
The bastard son of Gloster. 

Gent. They say, Edgar, 
His banish'd son, is with the earl of Kent 
In Germany. 

Kent. Report is diangeable. 
Tis time to look about ; the powers o'the kingdom 
Approach apace. 

Gent. The arbitrement is like to be a bloody. 
Fare you well, sir. [Exit. 

Kent. My point and period will be throughly wrooght^ 
Or well, or ill, as this day's battle's fought. [iurti. 



,03 To reeoQcne It to hit tppraianion. WARinrEtON. 
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SCENE I.— TAe Gtm^ the Brituk F^rcn, mat Dower. JBmer, 
vjith drunu and colours, fioMOKDt Rbgan* Oj/icen, SoUtiero, 
and otkert. 

Edm. Know of the duke, if his last purpose hold ; 
Or, whether since he is advis'd by aught 
To change the course : He*8 full of alteration* 
And self-reproving bring his constant pleasure.^ 



Reg. Our sister's man is certainly miscarrira* 

Edm. 'Tis to be doubted, madam. 

Reg. Now, sweet lord. 
You know the goodness I intend upon yoo : 
Tell me,<i*but truly,— but then speak the trttth. 
Do you not love my sister ? 

Mdm. In honoat^d love. 

Reg. But have you never found my brother'i wajr 
To the forefended place ? 

Edm. That thought abuses you. 

Reg. I am doubtful that you have been coijiiiict 
And bosom'd with her, as far as we call hers. 

Edm. No, by mine honour, madam. 

Reg. I never shall endure her : Dear my lord» 
Be not familiar with her» 

Edm. Fear me not : — 
She, and the duke her husbaod,— — > 

MfOer Albaitt, GovrnvLti,, mid SMeM. 

Gon. I had rather lose the battle, than that sister 
Should loosen him and me. {jdHdi* 

Aib. Our very loving sister, well be met.— 
Sir, this I hear,— The king is come to his daQghter. 
With others, whom the rigour of our state 
Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honest, 
I nevief yet was valiant : for this business. 
It toucheth us as France invades oar landt 
Not holds the king with others, whom, I fear. 
Most just and heavy causes make oppose. 

Edm. Sir, you speak nobly. 



C4I Hit settled resolDCion. JOHNSON. 

f53 This business (says Albany,; touches Qt as Fnwee Jnvades (Mr tend* 
not as It holds the king;, ficc. te.^mboldeni hiufo ancrt hit fcnaer title. 
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Reg. Why is this tmsmM t 

Gon. Gonbitie togecher 'gainst the enemy : 
For these domestic and paniciilar broils 
Are not to questkm here. 

Mb. Let OS theft determiae 
With the ancient of war on our proceedings^ 

£dfn. I shall attend yon presently at your tent. 

Beg. Sister, yooll go with ns i 

Gon. No. 

Beg. 'Tis most convenient ; pray you, go with as. 
Gon. O, ho, I know the riddle : IMideJ] I will go. 

M they are gnng Mf, enter Edgar, ditguticd, 

Edg, H e'er yonr grace had speech with man so poor, 
Hear me one word. 

Alb. I'll overtake yon.— Speak. 

[Exeunt Edm. Reg. Gok. Officers; Soldief a ^ 
and Attendants. 

Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter. 
If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For htm UlaC brought it : Wretched though I seem, 
I can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there : If you miscarry, 
Vour business of the world hath so an end. 
And machination ceases.^ Fortune love you ! 

Alb, Stay till I have read the letter. 

Edg, I was forbid it. 
When time shall serve, let but the herald cry. 
And in appear again. 

Alb. Why, fare thee well ; I will overlook thy papet' 

Be-enter Edmund. 

Edm. The enemy's in view, draw op your powers. 
Here is the guess of their true Strength and forces 
0y diUf^t disoovery ;«»*but yout haste 
Is now urgfd on yea. I 

Alb. We will greet the time.'' [Exit. 

Edm, To both these sisters have I sworn my love ; 
Each jealous of the other, as the stung 
Are of the adder. Which of them shall I take } 
Both } one ? or neither f Neither can be enjoyed. 
If both remain alive : To take the widow. 
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril ; 

[63 All detignt agatntt yov life ^Ul Itave an end. STEEVEM. 
C7] We will be ready to peat the occasion. JOHNSON. 
9 VOL, VIII. 
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And hardly shall I carry out my tide* 

.Her husband being alive. Now then, well use 

His countenance for the battle ; which being dooey 

Let her, who would be rid of him, devise 

His speedy taking off. As for the mercy 

Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia,— 

The battle done, and they within our power. 

Shall never see his pardon : for my state 

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [EjoiL 



SCENE IL 

A. Field betmen the loo Campt, Alarum witkm. MtOttt miik 
drum andcolourt, Lbar, Cordblta, and their Forea / 
exeunt. Enter Edgar and Glostxr. 

Edg. Here, father, take the shadow of this tree 
For your good host ; pray that the right may thrii^e : 
If ever 1 return to you again, 
I'll bring you comfort. 

Glo. Grace go with you, sir ! {Exit Edgar. 

Alarunus qfierwardt a Retreat, He-enter Edgak. 

Edg, Away, old man, give me thy hand, away ; 
King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta'en : 
Give me thy hand, come on. 

Glo, No further, sir ; a man may rot oven here. 

Edg, What, in ill thoughts again i Men must eodore 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither : 
j(ipeness is alK* Come on. 

jQ/o. And that's true too. lExeunt. 



SCENE HI. 

The Britiih Camp near Dover. SnteTf in-cimgueitf vtitk drum 
and colourt, Edmund ; Lear and CoaoBLZdL, OipHsmmi 
.Officers, Soldiers, ^c, 

Edm, Some officers take them away : Good guard ; 
'Until their greater pleasures first be known 
That are to censure them. 

Cor. We are not the first. 
Who, with best meaning,"have incurr'd the worst. 
Por thee, oppressed king, am I cast down ; 
Myself could else out- frown false fortune's firowp^ 

03] To be ready, prepared, is alU STEEVEIfS. 
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dhall we not see these daughters, and these sisters ^ 

Lear, No, no, no, no ! Come, let's away to prison : 
We two alone will sing like birds i'the cage : 
When thou dost ask me blessing, I'll kneel down, 
And ask of thee forgiveness : So we'll live. 
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh- 
At gilded butterflies, and'hear poor rogues 
Talk of court-news ; and we'll talk with them too, — 
Who loses, and who wins ; who's in, who's out 
And take upon us thre mystery of things. 
As if we were God's spies And we'll wear out. 
In a wall'd prison, packs and sects of great ones. 
That ebb and flow by the moon. 

Edm, Take them away. 

Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 
The gods themselves throw incense. ' Have I caught the^f 
He that parts us, shall bring a brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence, like foxes. < Wipe thine eyes ; 
The goujeerss shall devour them, flesh and fell,^ 
Ere they shall make us weep : we'll see them starve first. 
Come. [Exeunt Lear and Cordelia, guarded. 

Edm. Come hither, captain ; hark. 
Take thou this note ; [Giving "a fiafier.'\ go, follow 

them to prison : 
One step I have advanc'd thee ; if thou dost 
As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way^ 
To noble fortunes : Know thou this, — that men 
Are as the time is : to be tender-minded 
Does not become a sword : — Thy great employment 
Will not bear question ; either say, thou'lt do'ti 
Or thrive by other means. 

Off. in do't, my lord. 

jStfm. About it ; and write happy, when thou hast done. 
Mark,— I say, instantly ; and carry it so, 
As I have set it down. 

Offi. I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats ; 
If it be man's work, I will do it. [Exit, 



C93 As if we were angelt commiraioned to survey and report the lives of 
men, aod were conieqaently endowed with the power ot prying into the 
original motives of action and the mysteries of conduct. JOHNSON. 

(fil The thoi^t is extremely noble, and eatpresied in a sublime of imag- 
ery that Seneca fell short of on the like occasion. «' Ecce spectacniam dig- 

muB ad quod respiciat, intentns operi soo deos : eccepar deo dignmnj vir 
«' fmis cam mala fbrtuna compositos." WARBURTON. 

ral It ia uBoal to smoke foites out of their holca. STEEVENS. 

L3J The goukret is the morbus galUcus. Geugtt Fr. OQeof the comrnon 
womcD atteodtng a camp^ HANMER. 

C43 Flesh and feU*-flesh and Bkhi. JOHNSON. 



I4K> kiNO UAH. jfr r. 

FlourUh. Enter Albany. Goneril, Regah. Offi- 
cera, and Attendants, 

Mb, Sir» you have showo to-day your valiant strain. 
And fortune led you well : you have the captives. 
Who were the opposites of this day's strife : 
We do require them of you ; so to use them. 
As we shall find their merits and our safety 
May equally determine. 

Edm. Sir, I thoueht it fit 
To send the old and miserable king 
To some retention, and appointed guard ; 
Whose age has charms in it, whose title more. 
To pluck the common bosom on his side. 
And turn our impress'd lances in our eyes' 
Which do command them. With him I sent the <}ueen; 
My reason all the s^me ; and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at further space, to appear 
Where you shall hold your session. At this time. 
We sweat, and bleed : the friend hath lost his friend ; 
And the best qui^rrels, in the heat, are curs'd 
By those that feel their sharpness : — 
The question of Cordelia, and her father, 
Hequires a fitter place.* 

Alb, Sir, by your patience, 
I hold you but a subject of this war. 
Not as a brother. 

Reg, That's as we list to grace him. 
Methinks, our pleasure might have been deman^eijt. 
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers ; 
Bore the commission of my place and person \ 
The which immediacy may well st^nd Up«^ 
And call itself vour brother. 

Gon, Not so hot : 
In his own ^race he doth exalt himself. 
More than in your advancement. 

Reg, In my rights. 
By me invested, he compeers the best. 

Alb, That were the most, if he should husband yQiA. 

Reg, Jesters do oft prove prophets. 

Gon. Holla, holla ! 
That eye, that told you so, looke d but a-squint. 

C53 TVim the lannce-meo* whom we have hired by giviag them fnummty* 
against OS. STEEVENS. 

nsi The determiiVAtioQ of the wwttioii, what shaU be done with Cordelia 
and her fiuher^ ahoold be ret^nred fbr greater privacy' STE|;VSNS. 
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Reg, Lad/, I am not well ; else I should answer 
From a full-flowing stomach.— General, 
Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony ; 
Dispose of them, of me ; the walls are thine :^ 
Witness the world, that I create thee here 
My lord and master. 

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ? 

jiid. The let-alone lies not in your good- will.* 

£dm. Nor in thine, lord. 

Mb, Half-blooded fellow, yes. 

Reg, Let the drum strike, and prove my title thine..' 

[To Edmund. 

Mb, Stay yet ; hear reason Edmund, I arrest thee 
On capital treason ; and, in thy arrest, 
This gilded serpent :^\^Pointing to Gon.]— For your 

claim, .fair sister, 
I bar it in the interest of my wife ; 
'Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord. 
And I, her husband, contradict your bans. 
If you will marry, make your love to me. 
My lady is bespoke. ^ 

Gon, An interlude \ 

Mb.TYiOM art arm'd,Gloster: — Let the ttumpet sound : 
If none appear to prove upon thy person, 
Thy heiiiotts, manifest.and many treasons. 
There is my pledge ; {Throwing down a glove,'\ Vli, 

prove it on thy heart. 
Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less 
Than I have here proclaimed thee. 

Reg, Sick, O, sick ! 

Gon, If not, Pll ne'er trust poison. [Jtide. 

Edm, There's my exchange : [Throwing down a 
glove,^ What in the world he is. 
That names me traitor,- villain-like he -lies : ' 
Call by thy trumpet : he that dares approach 
On him, on you, (who not f) I will maintain 
My troth and honour -firmly. 

Mb, A herald, ho \ 

Edm,' A herald,- ho,'a herald 1 

Mb, Trust to thy single virtue ; f6? thy soldicrsi- 
AU levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

Reg, This sickness grows upon me. 

[81 A flMtapborical pbniie taken from the cunp^ Hid •icnUyiag* to 
rmUr at discretion. WARBURTON. 

. C93 To dutrvct their union lies not in yov C^llMMM x l«Mt ^ 
9* ' yoir. VIII. • 
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The wheel is come full circle ; I am here. 

jilb. Methought, thy very gait did prophecy 
A royal nobleness :— I must embrace thee ; 
Let sorrow split my heart. If ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father ! 

£dg. Worthy prince, 
I know it well. 

jilb. Where have you hid yourself ? 
How have you known the miseries of your father i 

£dg. By nursing them, my lord.— List a brief tale ;— 
And, when 'tis told, O, that my heart would burst !— 
The bloody proclamation to escape. 
That followed me so near, (O our lives* sweetness ! 
That with the pain of death we'd hourly die. 
Rather than die at once !) taught me to shift 
Into a mad-man's rags ; to assume a semblance 
That very dogs disdain'd : and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings. 
Their precious stones new lost ; became his guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him, sav'd him from despair ; 
Never (O fault !) reveal'd myself unto him. 
Until some half hour past, when I was arm'd. 
Not sure, though hoping, of this good success, 
1 ask'd his blessing, and from first to last 
Told him my pilgrimage : But his flaw*d heart, 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support !) 
^ Twixt two extremes of passion, joy, and g^ef,' 
Burst smilingly. 

£d?n. This speech of yours hath mov'd mey 
And shall, perchance, do good : but speak you on ; 
You louk as you had something more to say. 

Mb. If there be more, more woful, hold it in ; ■ 
For I am almost ready to dissolve, . 
Hearing of this. 

£dg. This would have seem'd a period 
To such as love not sorrow ; but another. 
To amplify too-much, would make much more. 
And top extremity. 

Whilst I was big in clamour, came there a man. 
Who having seen me in my worst estate, 
Shunn'd my abhorr'd society ; but then, finding 
Who 'twas that so endur'd, with his strong arms 
He fasten'd on my neck, and bellow'd out 
As he'd burst heaveh ; threw him on my fother : 
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him. 
That eve^ ear recoly'dt which in recoamiog .. 
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His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life 
Began to crack : Twice then the trumpet soanded* 
And there I left him tranc'd. 
Alb, But who was this ? 

Edg, Kent, sir, the banish'd Kent ; who in disguise 
Fiollow'd his enemy king, and did him service 
Improper £or a sla?e. 

Enter a Gentleman hastily ^ with a bloody knife. 

Gent. Help ! help ! O help ! 

What kind of help ? 
M^. Spefik, n?an. 

jEdg, What means that bloody knife ? 
Gent. *TiB hot, it smokes ; 
It came even from the heart of— 
. jtlb. Who, man i speak. 

Gent. Your lady, sir, your lady : and her sister 
By her is poison'd ; she confesses it. 

£dm. 1 was contracted to them both ; all three 
Now marry in an instant. 

jilb. Produce their bodies, be they alive or dead t—* 
This judgment of the heavens, that makes us tremble. 



Edg. Here comes Kent, sir, 

jilb. O ! it is he. 
The time will no| allow the compliment 
Which very manners urges. 

Kent. I am come 
To bid. my king and master aye good night ; 
Is he not here i 

Mb. Great thing of us forgot !— 
Speak, £dmund,where's the king ? and where's Cordelia? 
— See'st thou this object, Kent t 

[The bodies of GoK. and Reg. are brought in . 

Kent. Alack, why thus i 

Edm. Yet Edmund was belov'd : 
The one the other poison'd for my sake. 
And after slew herself. 

Alb. Even sa-*-Cover their faces. 

Ednt. I pant for life :— Some good I mean to do^ 
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send,— 
Be brief in it,>~to the castle ; for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear» and oik Cordeua ;^ 
Nay* send in time. 



Touches us not with pity. 



[Exit Gentleman. 



Enter Kent. 
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Alb, Ron, ran, O, ran— 

Edg. To who, my lord Who has the oi&ce ? Mud 
Thy token of reprieve. 

Edm. Well thought on ; take my iword. 
&i?e it the captain. 

Alb. Haste thee, for thy life. XExit Edgar. 

Edm. He hath commission from thy wife and mm 
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upon her own despair. 
That she fordid herself.s 

Alb. The gods defend her ! Bear him hence awhile. 

[Edmvhd U borne 

Enter Lear, ftn'M Cordelia dead in Mm amu ^ Ed- 
gar, Officer^t and otherM. 
Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl !— 0« you are men of 
stones ; 

Had I your tongues and eyes, Pd use them so 

That heaven's vault should crack O, she is gone for 

ever !— 

I know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 
She's dead as earth :— Lend me a looking-glass ; 
If that her breath will mist or stain the stone* 
Why, then she lives. 

Kent. Is this the promis'd end ? 

Edg. Or image of that horror 



CO To fordo tignifiet to dettroy bj raicide. STEEVENS. 
£3] ft appears to me that bv the pnwdted end Kent does not omui tfaftt 
conclu^n which the state of their affairs seemed to proaiiie* b«t the end 
•f the world. In St. Mark's GospeU when Ghrist fbretels to his diidplei 
the end of the world* and is describing to them the signs which wer« to 
precede, and mark the approach of« our final dissolution, he says, For in 
those diys skaU he affliction such as tuas not from fJie hetinning of tk« crea- 
tion which Gad created unto this time* neimer shall l>e aind afterwards 
he says, " Now the brother shili betray the brother to death* and thefathir 
the son ; and children shall rise up against their parents* and shall cdu^e 
them to be put to death.** Kent in contemplating the onexampled scene m 
exquisite affliction which was then before mm, and tlie onnataral aftemptof 
Goneril and Re]?an against their father's life, recfrflects diese paasaaesy and 
asks, whether that was the end of the world that had htta forttold to ns ? To 
which Edgar adds, or only a representation or resemlilance of that horror ? 
So Macbeth, when !ae calls npon Ban^/ Malcolm^ Ccc. to view Doacan 
murdered, says— 

—up, up, and see 
" The treat doom*s image ! Malcolm ! Banooo I 
" As Kom your graves rise up, and walk like sprigliti, 
*• To countenance this horror." 
There is evidently an allusion to the same passages in tcripcore* in a 
speech of Gloster's, which he makes in the second scene of the first Act : 

" These Ute eclipses in the sui^ and moon portend no good to ns ;— loie 
cools ; fiiendship fSilIs off ; brothers divide ; in cities, mutinies ; In coaB; 
tries, discord ; in palaces, treason ; and the bond cracked twhtt aOB wA 
fiOmt, This villain of mine comes mdtr tht prtHctim ; ihnVt m 
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jtlb. Fall, and cease ! 

Lear. This feather stirs ; she lives ! if it bo so. 
It is a chance that does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt 

Kent, O my good master ! [EheeUng. 

JLear. Prithee, away. 

Edg. Tis noble Kent, your friend. 

Lear, A plague open you, murderers, traitors all ! 
1 might have sav'd her ; now she's gone for ever 
Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha ! 
What is*t thou say*st ?— -Her voice was ever soft. 
Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman 
I kill'd the slave th^ was a hanging thee. 

Off. Tis true, ifty lotds« he did. 

Lear. Did I not, fellow i 
I have seen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
I would have made them skip : I am old now. 
And these same crosses spoil me.— Who are you i 
Mine eyes are none o'the best : — 111 tell you straight. 

Kent. If fortune brag of two she lov*d and hated. 
One of them we behold. 

Lear. This is a dull sight : Are you not Kent ? 

Kent. The same ; your servant. Kent : Where is your 
servant Caius ? 

Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that ; 
He'll strike, and quickly too He's dead and rotten. 

Kent. No, my good lord ; I am the very man 

Lear. Ill see that straight. 

Kent. That, from your first of difference and decay. 
Have fbllow'd your sad steps. 
Lear. Yon are welcome hither. 
Kent. Nor no man else ; all's cheerless, dark, and 
deadly. — 

IToor eldest daughters have fore-doom'd themselves. 
And desperately are dead. 
Lear. Ay, so I think. 

Atb. He knows not what he says ; and vain it is 
That we present us .toliim. 
Jidg. Very bootless. 



against father thekini falls from the bia^ of nature ; there's father against 
child : wc have teen the best of oor time.*' 

If any criticks tboald urge it as an obieetion to this explanation, that the 
pereont of the drama are pagans, and or consequence onacqaaiDted with the 
scripcores, they give Shmpeare credit for more accuracy than I fear he 
ponesied. M.MASON. 

This note detervei the highest praise* and is inserted in the present work 
with .thr utmost degree of gratitude to its author. ^^T^^NIL^V. 



l{m KIS« UM. ACT r. 

Enter an OjffUer, 

Off. Bdffltmd is dead, my lord. 

Jib. That*s but a trifle here — 
You lords, and noble friends, kno\r our intent. 
What cbtnfort to this great decay may come. 
Shall be applied : For us, we Will resign, 
. During the life of this old majesty. 
To him our absolute power : — You, to your rights ; 

iTo EDaAR and Kxnt. 
With boot, and such addition as your honours 
Have more than merited.— All friends shall tadte 
The wages of their virtue, and all foeg 
The cup of their dcservings.— O, g^^i'see ! 

Lear. And my poor fool is hanged Koy ao, no IHe : 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat. have life. 
And thou no breath at all f O, thou Wilt come bo more. 
Never, never, never, never, never !— 
Pray you, undo this button.' Thank you, sir.— 
Do vdu see this f Look on her,— look, — her lips,— 
Look there, look there !— [He di€9* 

Edg. He faints :— My lord, my lord,— 

Kent. Break, heart ; I pr'ythee, break ! 

Edg, Look up, my lord. 

J^lpn^Vex not his ghost: O.lethimpass! He hates hun. 
That would upon the rack of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. O, he is gone, indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endured so long : 
He but usurp'd his life. 

Mb. Bear them from hence.— Our present businesB 
Is general woe. Friends my soul,you twaio 

{To Rent and Edgar. 
Rule in this realm, and the gor^ state sustain. 

Kent. I have a journey, sir, shortly to go ; 
My master calls, and I must not say, no. 

Alb. The weight of this sad time we must 6bey ; 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say. 
The oldest hath borne most : we, that are young. 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long. 

[Exeunt t vnth a dead march* 

M This is an expressioo of tendemess for hts dead CordeUft^ (not hia foo!. 
as some have thoagnt)oa whose lips He is still lnteQt» and dUs awajr* while 
be is searching therefor indications of Hfe. 8TEEV£NS. 

IS'i The Rev. T. Warton jodiciomly obstnresj tliac the swelling a nd hear* 
i as of the heart ts described kj ^kit flioit estprenWe drsuBBtaiise. STXE^. 
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ACT IV. Scene 1. 



Prian Take thou this phia1« Sfdng then in be6, and thia diitilling liquoi 
drink thou off. 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 



10 TOL. VIXI. 



OBSERVATIONS. 



THIS play is one of the most pleasing of our authof*6 per- 
fopmances. The scenes are busy and various, the incidents 
numerous and important, the catastrophe irresistibly affecting, 
and the process of the action carried on with 'such probabiUty, 
.at least with .such-coogruity to popular opinions, as tragedy 
requires. 

Here is one of the few attempts of Shakspeare to eadiibit 
the coRversaUon of gentlemen, to represent the airy sprighdi- 
ness of juvenile elegance. Mr. Dryden mentions a tradition^ 
which might easily reach his time, of a declaration made by 
Shakspeare,. that he voeu obliged to kill Mercutio in the third 
act, lest he should have been kiUed by him. Yet he thinks him 
no iuch fonnidable person, but that he might have lived thrwgh 
tJie play^ and diedinjiie bed, without danger to the poet. J)ry- 
den well kn«w» badbe.been inquest oftrothtyv a fHmited sen- 
tence, that more regard is commonly had to the^words than the 
thought, and that it is very seldom to be rigorously understood. 
Mercutio*s wit, gaiety, and courage, will always procure him 
friends that wish him a longer life ; but his death is not pre- 
cipitated, he has lived out the time! allotted him in the con- 
struction of the play i nor do 1 doubt the ability of Shakspeue 
to have continued his existence, though some of his sidlies are 



very fertile of merriment, nor ductile to humour, but acute» 
.argumentative, comprehensive* and sublime. 

The Nurse is one of the characters in which the author de- 
lighted ; he has, with great subtilty of distinction, drawn her 
at once loquacious and secret, obsequious and insolent, trusty 
and dishonest. 

His comic scenes are happily wrought, but his pathetic 
strains are . always polluted with some unexpected deprava- 
tion. His persons, however distressed, have a conceit 




whose genius was not 



them in their misery, a miserable conmh 



PROLOGUE. 



TWO households^ both alike in dignity^ 

In /air Verona ^ where we lay our scene y 
From ancient grudge break to new mutiny^ 

Wh^re civil blood makes civil hands unclean. 
From forth the fatal loins of these- two foes 

A pair of star-crossed lovers take their l\fe ; 
Whose misadventur^d fiiteous overthraws 

Doy with their deaths bury their /larents' strife. 
The fearful passage of their death-mar k*d love, 

And the continuance of their parents* rage. 
Which, but their children's end, nought could remove. 

Is now the two hours* traffic of our stage ; 
The which, if you with patient ears attend. 
What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend* 



The story on which this play Is fouuded, is related as a troe one in Gito- 
Umo de la Corte's History of Verona. It was originally published by an 
anonymous Italian novelist in 1540 at Venice ; and again in 1 553>at the 
flame place. The first edition of Baodello's work appeared a Tear later 
than the last of these already mentioned. Pierre Boistean copied it with 
alterations and additions. Belleforest adopted it in the first volome of his 
collection 1596 : bat very probably some edition of it yet more ancient had 
fbond ita war abroad ; as* in this Improved state it was translated into £n« 
|^irti»by Arthur Brooke, and published in an octavo rolame» 1363* but with- 
oBt a name. On this occasion it appears in die fonn of a poem entitled^ 
The tragieall Histvrie ofRomeus and Juliet : It was repoblished in i587» n^. 
der the same title : «' Contayning in it a rare Example of true Cmstancia: 
mith the subtill Counsels and Practises of an old Ifyer» and their Event,*^ 
Captain Breval in his Travels tells ns> that he taw at Veroiut the tomb oF 
thcte OBbappy loven. 5T££V£NS. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Esc ALV 5, prince of Verona. 

Paris, a young nobleman^ kinsman to the firince. 

MovT AGVE, \head8 qf two houacs^ at variance with 

Capulet, 5 ^ach other. 

An old Man^ Uncle to Cafiulet. 

Romeo, eon to Montague. 

MsRCUTio, kinaman to the firince^ and friend to 
Romeo. 

Benvolio, nifihew to Montague^ and friend to Eomeg» 
Tybalt, nefihew to lady Cafiulet. 
Friar LAi}RBiics,a Franciaean. 
Friar John, <^ the aame order. 
Balthasar, aervant to Romeo, 

oT/ooBi. }*'rvanu to CafiuUt. 
Abeam, aervant to Montague, 
An Afiothecary. 
Three Muaiciana, 

Qhorua, Boy ; Page to Paria ; Peter ; an Officer. 

Lady Montague, wife to Montague. 
Lady Capulst, wife to Cafiulet. 
JvLizr 9 daughter to Cafiulet, 
Mirae $o Juliet. 

Citizena qf Verona ; aeveral Men and Women, JRekk^ 
tiona to both houaia ; Maakera^ Chtarda, Watch^enf 
and Attendanta. 



SCEJ^E during the greater fiart of the filay, in Vtr^^ 
na : once in theffth act at Mantua. 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 



ACT I. 

SCENE t^A Jhthiic Place. Enter Sampson and Gubgosy, 
armed foith tvordt and bucklert, 

GSoTnfiton. 
REGORT, o'my word, weUl not carry coals.' 
Grc. No, for then we shall be colliers, 
Sam. I mean, an we be in choler, we'll draw. 
Gre. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out of the 
collar. 

Sam. I strike quickly, being moved. 

Gre. But thou art not quickly moved to strike. 

Sam. A dog of the house of Montague moves me. 

Gre. To move, is— to stir ; and to be valiant, is— to 
stand to it : therefore, if thou art moved, thou run'st 
away. 

Sam. A dog of that house shall move me to stand : I 
will take the wall of any man or maid of Montague's. 

Gre. That shows thee a weak slave ; for the weakest 
goes to the wall. 

Sam, True ; and therefore women, being the weaker 
vessels, are ever thrust to the wall : — therefore 1 will 
push Montague's men from the wall, and thrust his 
maids to the wall. 

Gre. The quarrel is between our masters, and us 
their men. 

Sam. 'Tis all one, I will show myself a tyrant : when 
I have fought with the men, I will be cruel with the 
maids ; I will cut off their heads. 

Gre. The heads of the maids i 

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maiden- 
heads ; take it in what sense thou wilt. 

Gre. They must take it in sense, that feel it. 

Sam. Mc they shall fee), while I am able to stand : 
and, 'tis known, 1 am a pretty piece of flesh. 



^ CiJ Dr. WarboRoo venrjintlr otaeiTei» A** ™ 
la ow to signify tM kiaring. injuritu STSKV. 

10* voXp nti. 




6 



EOMSO AND lULXXT. 



dcr I. 



Gre. *TiB well, thou art not fish ; if thoa hadst, thou 
hadst been Poor John.* Draw thy tool ; here comes 
two of the house of the Montagues. 

Enter Abbam and Balthasar. 
Sam. My naked weapon is out ; quarrel, I will back 
thee. 

Gre, How ? turn thy back, and run ? 

Sam, Fear me not. 

Gre. No, marry : I fear thee ! 

Sam, Let us Uke the law of our sides ; let them begin. 

Gre, I will frown, as I pass by ; and let them take 
it as they list. 

Sam, Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb at 
them ;3 which in a disgrace to them, if they bear it. 

Mr, Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ^ 

Sam. I do bite my thumb, sir. 

Mr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ? 

Sam. Is the law on our side, if I say — ay ^ 

Gre. No. 

Sam. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, sir ; but 
I bite my thumb, sir. 

Gre, Do you quarrel, sir ? 
Mr. Quarrel, sir ? no, sir. 

Sam. If you do, sir, I am for you ; I serve as good a 
man as you. 
' jfbr. No better. 

Sam. Well, sir. 

Erfer Benvolio, at a distance. 

Gre, Say— better ; here comes one of my master*s 
kinsmen. 

Sam. Yes, better, sir. 

.4br. You lie. v 

Sam. Draw, if you be men. — Gregory, remember thy 
swashing blow. [TheyJ^ght, 

Ben. Part, fools ; put up your swords ; you know not 
what you do. [BeaU down their MVford^. 

Enter Tybalt, 
yy ^. W,hat,artthou drawn among these heartless binds? 

C23 Poor John it hake, dried and salted. M ALONE. 

C3l Dr. Lodge, in a pamphlet called Wits Miierie. &c. 15964 hat tfab pat- 
sa^ : *' Behold next 1 see Contempt inarching forth, firbg mee the Jk» 
wtk h i i tk9mh4 in his mouth- " In a translation from Sttrphena'a ApoIORy for 
UeivdotuBj i6o7« I meet with these words ; " It is said ot the Italiam, ir they 
oner hiti their finders* ends in a threatening manner, God knows, if they «eit 
upon their eoemie face to fKe» it is becaoN they GMiiiottttailtalai MriMd 
Wsba«ke." STEEV. 



ROMEO. AND JULIET. 



Torn thee, BenvoUo, look opon thy death. 

Ben, I do but keep the peace ; put op thy sword. 
Or manage it to part these men with ne. 

Tyb, What, drawn,and talk of peace ^ I hate the word. 
As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee : 



Enter several Partizana qf both HouseSf who join 
the/ray ; then enter Citizena^ with cluba. 
C{/.Clubs,bills,and partizans! strike ! beat them down! 
Down with the Capulets ! down with the Montagues ! 

Enter Capulkt, in hit govsn / and Lady Capulbt. 
Cafi» What noise is this Give me my long sword,^ 



La, Cap,, A crutch, a crutch !— Why call you for • 
sword ? 

Cafi, My sword, I say ! — old Montague is come» 
And flourishes his blade in spite of me. 

Enter Mont ague and Lady Montague. 
Mon, iThou villain .Qapulet, — Hold me not, let me g<^ 
La.Mon, Thou shalt not stir one foot to seek a foe. 



Prince, Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 
Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel, — 
Will they not hear .'—what ho ! you men, you beasts,*—' 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains Issuing from your veins. 
On pam of torture, from those bloody hands 
Throw your mis-temper'd weapons to the ground, 
And hear the sentence of your moved prince.— 
Three civil brawls, bred of an airy woixl, 
By thee, old Capulet, and Montague, 
Have thrice disturb'd the quiet of our streets ; 
And made Verona's ancient citizens 
Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments. 
To wield old partisans, in hands as old, 
Canker'd with peace, to part your canker'd hate : 
If ever you disturb our streets again, 
Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For this time, all the rest depart away : 
You, Capulet, shall go along with me ; 



Have at thee, coward. 



iTheyJight. 



ho ! 



Enter Prince^ with ,4ttendanta. 



(41 The hng vword wsm the BMrord DMd ift 
wiehkd witbV>& ha^ds. JOHNSON. 



war, whifbwMT 
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aOMEO AND JULIET. 



And, Montague, come you this afternoon. 
To know our further pleasure in this case. 
To old Free-town, our common judgment-place. 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 

{Exeunt Prince, and Mtendant9 ; CAPULET,jLa- 
c/j/Capulet, Tybalt, Citizen^^and Servanu. 

La.MonJWho set this ancient quarrel new abroach > 
Speak, nephew, were you by, when it began ? 

Ben. Here were the servants of your adversary. 
And yoars, close fighting ere I did approach : 
I drew to part them ; in the instant came 
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepar'd ; 
Which, as he breath*d defiance to my ears. 
He swung about his head, and cut the winds, 
Who, nothing hurt withal, hiss*d him in scorn : 
While we were interchanging thrusts and blows, 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
Till the prince came, who parted either part. 

La. Aion. O, where is Romeo! — saw you him* to-day ^ 
Right glad I am, he was not at this fray. 

ien. Madam, an hour before the worshipped sun 
" Peer'd forth the golden window of the east, 
A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad ; 
Where, — underneath the grove of sycamore. 
That westward rooteth from the city's side,— 
So early walking did I see your son : 
Towards him I made ; but he was 'ware of me» 
And stole into the covert of the wood : 
I, measuring his affections by my own,— 
That most are busied when they are most alone »— 
Pursu*d my humour, not pursuing his, 
And gladly shunn'd who gladly fled from me. 

Mon, Many a morning hath he there been seen, 
With tears augmenting the fresh morning's dew. 
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs : 
But all so soon as the all-cheering sun 
Should in the furthest east begin to draw 
The shady curtains from Aurora's bed. 
Away from light steals home my heavy sob. 
And private in his chamber pens himself ; 
Shuts up his windows, locks fair day-light out, 
And makes himself an artificial night : 
Black and portentous must this humour prove, 
Unless good counsel may the cause remove. 
■ Ben. My noble uncie, do yoa know the cause ? 

Mon. I neither know it, nor Can learn of hftn. 



Bono Ara juLiXT. 
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V. Hare yoa impdrtun'd him by any means ? 

n. Both by rnvBelf, and many other friends : 

e, his own affections' counsellor, 

tiimself^I will not say, how tirue*^ 

3 himself so secret and so close, 

r from sounding and discovery, 

the bud bit with an envious worm, 

le can spread his sweet leaves to the air, 

idicate his beauty to the sun. 

I we but learn from whence his sorrows grow, 

ronld as willingly give cure, as know. 

Enter Romeo, at a distance. 
«. See, where he comes : So please ^ou, step aside ; 
DOW his grievance, or be much denied. 
II. I would-, thou wert so happy by thy stay, 
Bar true shrift.— -Come, madam, let's away. 

IBofe. MoHT. and Lady. 

rt. Good morrow, coushi. 

fit. Is the day so young i 

n. But new struck nine. 

m. Ah me ! sad hours seem long. 

tliat my father that went hence so fost 

». It was: — What sadness lengthens Romeo's hours } 

m. Not having that, which, having, makes them 

short, 
fi. In love? 
m. Out— 
n. Of love } 

m. Out of her favour, where I am In love. 
». Alas, that love, so gentle in his view. 
Id be so tyrannous and rough in proof ! 
m. Alas, that love, whose view is muffled still. 
Id, without eyes, see pathways to his will ! 
re shall we dine f — O me ! — What fray was hefe f 
;ell me not, for I have heard it all. 
's much to do with hate, but more with love :— • 
then, O brawling love ! O loving hate ! 
y thing, of nothing first create ! 
avy lightness ! serious vanity ! 
shapen chaos of w<ell-seeming forms ! 
her of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick health f 
waking sleep, that is not what it is !— ^ 
love feel I, that feel no love in this, 
tkou not laugh ? 
n. Ko, toz, 1 rather weep. 



ROVXO AlTD JVLXXT. 



Rom* Good heart, at what i 

Ben, \% thy good heart's oppression. 

Rom, Why, such is love's transgression. < 
Griefs of mine own He heavy in my breast ^ 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest 
With more of thine : this love, that thou hast shown, 
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
Love is a smoke rais'd with the fame of sighs ; 
Being purg'd,<^ a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes; 
Being vex^d, a sea nourish'd with lovers' tears : 
What is it else i a madness most discreet, 
A choking gall, and a preserving sweet. 
Farewell, my coz, {G(dns» 

Ben, Soft, I will go along ; 
And if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

Rom, Tut, I am lost myself ; I am not here ; 
This is not Romeo, he's some other where. 

Ben, Tell me in sadness,^ who she is you love } 

Rom, What, shall I groan, and tell thee t 

Ben, Groan ? why, no ; 
But sadly tell me, wha 

Rom, Bid a sick man in sadness make his will 
Ah, word ill urg'd to one that is so ill !-> 
In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 

Ben, I aim'd so near, when I suppos'd you lov'd. 

Rom, A right good marksman !— and she's fair I lovev 

Ben. A right'fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit. 

Rom. Well, in that hit, you miss : she'll not be hit 
With Cupid's arrow, she hath Dian's wit ;» 
And, in strong proof of chastity well arm'd,^ 
From love's weak childish bow she lives unharm'd. 
She will not stay the siege of loving terms, 
Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes, 
Kor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold : 
O, she is rich in beauty ; only poor. 
That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store. 

Ben,T\k9i\ shehath sworn,that she will still live cb astrf 

15] Such U the consequence of unskilful and mistaken kiodneaa. JOHNS. 

[6] The author may mean being pur fed of smoke* but it Is pcrhapa s wmmf 
ing never given to the word ia any other place. I would rather tcad, ItA^ 
wfd i being excited and inforced. To wrg/s the lire is the technical tcnb 

[73 That is. tell me gravely, tell me in seriousness. J0HH80N. 
(81 As this play was written in the reign of Qpeen Elisabeth* I ct—nf bdp 
regarding these speeches of Romeo as an obliqae compliment toh crMg |ap 

In chastity of pro«fi m we say in armour pnef. JOHMii. 



'MHCO AND JULIST. 



Rom, She hath,and in that sparing makes huge waste ; 
For beaoty, starv'd with her severity. 
Cuts beauty off from all posterity. 
She is too fair, too wise ; wisely too fair. 
To merit bliss by making roe despair : 
She hath forsworn to love ; and, m that vow. 
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 

Ben, Be rul'd by me ; forget to think of her. 

Rom. O, teach roe how I should forget to think. 

Ben, By giving liberty onto thine eyes ; 
£3camine other beauties. 

Rom, 'Tis the way 
To call hers, exquisite, in question more : 
Those happy masks, that kiss fair ladies' brows. 
Being black, pat us in mind they hide the fair ; 
He, that is strucken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost : 
Show me a mistress that is passing fair, 
'What doth her beauty serve, but as a note 
Where I may read, who pass'd that passing fair i 
Farewell ; thou canst not teach me to forget. 

Ben^ riij>ay that-doctrine, or else die in debt. \^Exe, 

SCENE II. 
A Street, Enter Cafulbt, Paris, and Servant. 

JOati. And Montague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike ; and *tis not hard, I think. 
For men so old as we to keep the peace. 

Par, Of honourable reckoning are you both ; 
Andjpity His, you liv'd at odds so long. 
But now, my lord, what say you to my stiit f 

Cafi* But saying (^er what I have said before : 
My child is yet a stranger in the world. 
She hath not seen the change of fourteen years ; 
Let two more summers wither in their pride. 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. 

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers made. 

Gb/i. And too soon marr'd are those so early made. 
The earth hath swallow'd all my hopes but she. 
She is the hopeful lady of my earth : ■ 
Bat woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart. 
My will to her consent is but a part ; 



£4} ThU it a GaUicism : tUU it Urrg it the^rencb pbnae for an heircN. 

sxEElniitfa.- 
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An she agree, vlthin kier scope of choice 

Lies my consent and fair according voice. 

This night I hold an old accuBtom'd feast. 

Whereto I have invited many a guests 

Such as I love ; and you, among the store* 

Once more, most welcome, makes my number more. 

At my poor house, look to behold this oigbt 

Earth-treading stars, that make dark heaveu light : 

Such comfort, as do lusty young men feel* 

When well-appareird April on the heel 

Of limping Winter treads, even with such delight 

Among fresh female buds shall you this night 

Inherit at my house ; hear all, all see. 

And like her most, whose merit most shall be : 

Such, amongst view of many, mine, being one. 

May stand in number, though in reckoning none. 

Come, go with me^Go, sirrah, trudge about 

Through fair Verona ; find those persons out. 

Whose names are written there ; {.Gives a fiafier.] 

and to them say. 
My house and welcome on their pleasures stay. 

IJSxeunt Capulbt and Pahis 
Serv. Find them out, whose names are written here 
It is written— ^that the shoemaker should meddle wit) 
his yard, and the tailor with his last, the fisher with hi 
pencil, and the painter with his nets ; but I am sent t 
find those persons, whose names are here writ, and ca 
never find what names the writing person hath her 
writ. I must to the learned : — In good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben, Tut, man ! one fire bums out another's bttniiii| 

One pain is lessen'd by another's anguish ; 
Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning ; 

One desperate grief cures with another's languish : 
Take thou some new infection to thy eye. 
And the rank poison of the old will die. 

Rom, Your plantain leaf is excellent for that * 

lii I read, SocS eoaiforc at dolmtryemm fieQl.—Yoo tlttll feel ftw d 
sight and conversation of chcae ladiet, such hopes of happhiees aaS am 
pleasure* as the farmer receives from the spring, wlien the plenty orvhe ye 
Mains, and the prospect of the harvest fills hias with delight* JOHNSlH 

TouHg men are certstaly ymmu ^ BITSON. 
^ C33 Tacktus tells lu, that a toad, before she vmgn with a snider, mi 
£brtifyherself with soase of this plant; and that« if nhr rnnif ■ nlT ifniiiwlfil 
she cures herself afterwards tvicb it. DR. GREY. 

The^ptaatsiu leaf is a blooirttawcberi^iid ww fbmctly sppilcd to grx 



SOKBO AND JULIET. 



Ben, For what, I pray thee ? 

Rom, For yoor broken shin. 

Ben, Why, Romeo, art thou mad } 

Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a madman is : 
Shut op in prison, kept without niy food, 
Whipp'd, and tormented, and— Good-e'en, good fellow. 

Serv. Good gi* good e'en .—I pray, sir, can you read ? 

Rom, Ay, mine own fortune in my misery. 

Serv. Perhaps you have leam'd it without book : 
But I pray, can you read any thing you see t 

Rom. ^y, if I know the letters, and the language. 

Serv, Ye say honestly ; Rest you merry. 

Rom. Stay, fellow ; I can read. [Reada. 

Signior Mdrtino^ and his wife^ and daughtere ; 
County Jnaelme, and his beauteous sisters ; The lady 
widow qf Vitruvio ; Signior Placentio^ and his lovely 
nieces ; Mercutio^ and his brother Valentine s Mine 
uncle Cafiulet, his wife, and daughters; My /air niece 
Rosaline ; Livia ; Signior Valentio^ and his cousin 
Tybalt ; Lucio, and the lively Helena, 

A fair assembly ; [Gives back the no/e.] Whither 
should they come i 
Serv, Up. 



Serv, To supper ; to our house. 
Rom. Whose house i 
Serv. My master's. 

Rom. Indeed, I should have asked you that before. 

Serv, Now 1*11 tell you without asking : My master 
is the great rich Capulet ; and if you be not of the 
house of Montagues, I pray, come and crush a cup of 
wine. Rest you merry. lExit. 

Ben, At this same ancient feast of Capulet's 
Sups the fair Rosaline, whom thou so lov'st ; 
With all the admired beauties of Verona : 
Go thither ; and, with unattainted eye^ 
Compare her face with some that 1 shall show. 
And I will make thee think thy swan a crow. 

Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye 

Maintains such falsehoood, then turn tears to fires ! 
And these,-— who, often drown'd, could never die,-«- 

Transparent heretics, be burnt for liars ! 
One fairer than my love ! the all-seeing sun 
N«'er saw her match, since first the world begun. 

Ben. Tut ! you saw her fair, none else being b^^^ 

11 VOL. VIII. 




&OIIXO AKD JULIST. 



Act A 



Herself poisM "with herself in either eye : 

But in those crystal scales, let there be weighed 

Your lady*8 love against some other maid 

That I will show you, shining at this feast. 

And she shall scant show well, that now shows best. 

Rom, I'll go along, no such sight to be shown, 
JBat to rejoice in splendour .of mine own. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

A Room in Cafulbt'« House, Enter Lady Capulst o/id 
Nurse. 

JLa, Cafl, Nurse, where's my daughter? call her forth 
to me. 

il^ur.Now^by my maiden-head, — at twelve years old,—- 
1 bade her come.— -What, lamb ! what, lady bird !— 
God forbid !— where'-s this girl what, Juliet ! 

jEw/cr Juliet. 

Jul, How now, who calls ? 

Mirse, Your mother. 

Jul, Madam, I am here. 
What is your will ? 

L.Ca/i. This is the matter: — ^Nurse.give leave awhUe* 
We must talk in secret.— Nurse, come back again ; 
I have r^member'd me, thou shalt hear our counsel. 
Thou know'st, my daughter's of a pretty age. 

JVurse. 'Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour. 

La.Cafi, She's not fourteen. 

JVurte, I'll lay fourteen of my teeth. 
And yet, to my teen be it spoken, « I have but four,— 
She's not fourteen : How long is it now 
To Lammas-tide ? 

La* Cafi, A fortnight, and odd da3rs. 

JVurse, Even or odd, of all days in the year. 
Come Lamjnas-«ve at night, shall she be fourteen. 
Sasan and she,— God rest all christian souls !— 
Were of an age. — Well, Susan is with God ; 
She was too good for me : But, as I said* 
On Lammas-eve at night «hall she be fourteen ; 
That shall she, marry ; I remember it well. 
'Tis since the earthquake now eleven years ; 
And she was wean 'd,— I never shall 'forget it,— 
Of all the days of the year, upon that day : 
For I had then laid wormwood to my dug. 



t5l To my teen— toiny sorrow. JOHNS. 
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Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall, 

My lord and you were then at Mantua : — 

Nay, I do bear a brain But, as I said, 

When it did taste the worm-wood on the nipple 

Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool ! 

To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug. 

Shake, quoth the dove-house : 'twas no need, I trow. 

To bid me trudge. 

And since that time it is eleven years : 

For then she could stand alone ; nay, by the rood, 

She could have run and waddled all about. 

For even the day before, she broke her brow : 

And then my husband — God be with his soul ! 

*A was a merry man ; — took up the child : 

Yea, quoth he, dost thou Jail ufion thy face ? 

Thou fvilt fall backward, when thou hast more wit i 

Wilt thou not, Jule ? and, by my holy-dam, 

The pretty -wretch left crying, and said — jly : 

To see now, how a jest shall come about ! 

I warrant, an I should live a thousand years, 

I never should forget it ; Wilt thou not, Jule ? quoth he : 

And, pretty fool, it stinted,* and said — Ay, 

JLa. Cap, Enough of this ; I pray thee, hold thy peace. 

J^urse, Yes, madam ; yet I cannot choose but laugh. 
To think it should leave crying, and say — Ay : 
And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow 
A bump as big as a young cockrel's stone ; 
A parlous knock ; and it cried bitterly. 
Tea, quoth my husband, ufion thy face ? . 

Thou wilt fall backward, when thou com*9t to age ; 
Wilt thou not, Jule ? it stinted, and said— ./ify. 

JuL And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse, say I. 

JVur. Peace, I have done : God mark thee to his grace : 
Thou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nurs'd. 
An I might live to see thee married once> 
I have my wish. 

La, Cafi, Marry, that marry is the very theme 
I came to talk of : — Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposition to be married ^ 

JuL It is an honour that I dream not of. 

JAirse, An honour ! were not I thine only nurse, 
I'd say, thou hadst suck'd wisdom from thy teat. 

La» Cafi, Well, think of marriage now : younger 
than you, 

C6] n/^— stopped^ forbore from weq>ing. ST££V£lift( 
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Here in Verona, ladies of esteem. 
Are made already mothers : by my count, 
I was your mother much upon these years 
That you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief 
The valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 

Kurue. A man, young lady ! lady, such a man. 
As all the world — Why, he's a man of wax.'' 

La. Cafi. Verona's summer hath not such a flower. 

JYurse, Nay, he's a flower ; in faith, a very flower. 

La, Cafi. What say you ^ can you love the gentleman ^ 
This night you shall behold him at our feast : 
JRead o'er the volume of young Paris' face. 
And find delight writ there with beauty's pen ; 
Examine every married lineament. 
And see how one another lends content ; 
And what obscur'd in this fair volume lies, 
Find written in the margin of his eyes. 
Thi& precious book of love, this unbound lover* 
To beautify him, only lacks a cover.^ 
The fish lives in the sea ; and 'tis much pride. 
For fair without the fair within to hide. 
That book in many's eyes doth share the glory. 
That in gold clasps locks in the golden story. ^ 
So shall you share all that he doth possess. 
By having him, making yourself no less. 

J\rurae, No less ? Nay, bigger ; women grow by men. 

La, Cafi, Speak briefly, can you like of Paris' love ? 

Jul, I'll look to like, if looking liking move : 
But no more deep will I endart mine eye. 
Than your consent give strength to make it fly. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, the guests are come, supper served op, 
you called, my young lady asked for, the nurse cursed in 
the pantry, and every thing in extremity. I must hence 
to wait ; I beseech you, follow straight. 

La. Cafi, We follow thee.— Juliet, the county stays. 



Cr] So, m Wtly Beguiled: 
*' Why he's a maui as one should pictare him in ivax** STEEVENS. 

[S] This ridiculous sp'^rch is foil or abstruse quibbles. The unbounfi lovefj 
i^ a quibble on the binding: of a book* and the binding in manias ; and the 
VI ova cover is a quibble on the law phrase for a married woman, who U stykd 
a femme couverte in law french. MASON- 

C9] The ioiden story is perhaps the golden legend, a book in the darkor agw 
of popery much read* and doubtless often exquisitely embellislied, bat or 
which Canns, one of the popish doctors, proclaims the author to have been 
homo ferrei oris, plambei cordis. JOHNSON. 

The poet may mean nothing more tban to say, that those books - are inait 
esteemed by the world, where valoable contentt are cnkdUsfaed by M tii»> 
able binding. STEEVENS. 
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JSTurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy days. 

^Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

A Street, Enter Romeo, Mkacutio, Bekvolio, vtith Jive or 
she Maskers, Torch-bearers, and others. 

Rom, What, shall this speech be spoke for our excuse ^ 
Or shall we on without apology } 

Ben, The date is out of such prolixity. * 
Well have no Cupid liood-wink d with a scarf, 
Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath. 
Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper ;* 
Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance : 
But, let them measure us by what they will. 
We'll measure them a measure, and be gone. 

Rom. Give me a torch,' — I am not for this ambling. 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 

Mcr, Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you dance^ 

Rom, Not I, believe me : you have dancing shoes. 
With nimble soles ; I have a soul of lead, 
So stakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 

Mer. You are a lover ; borrow Cupid's wings. 
And soar with them above a common bound. 

Rom, I am too sore enpierced with his shaft. 
To soar with his light feathers ; and so bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe : 
Under love's heavy burden do I sink. 

Mer, And, to sink in it, should you burden love ; 
Too great oppression for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is love a tender thing ? It is too rough. 
Too rude, too boist'rous ; and it pricks like thorn. 

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love ; 

[i 3 In Hrnry VIII. where the king introdaces himself to the entertainment 
given by Wolsey* he appears like Romeo and his companions in a mask, and 
sends a messenger before* to make an apology for his intrusion. This was a 
castom observed by those who came uninvited, with a dfsire to conceal 
tbemselvts for the sake of intrigue, or to enjoy the greater freedom of con- 
versation. Their enti7 on these occasions was always prefaced by some speech 
in praise of the beauty of the ladies, or the generosity of the entertamt r ; 
Slid to the prolixity or such introductions 1 believe Romeo is made to allude. 

STEEVENS. 

ta} See King Lear, p. 89. 

[3] To hold a torch was anciently no degrading office. Queen Elizabeth'^ 
gentlemen pensi<Miers attended her to Cambridge, and held torches while a 
play was acted before her in the chapel of King's college, on a Sunday eve- 
finijr.— Before the invention of chandeliers all rooms of state were Uln mia»» , 
C^by flambeaux which attendants held ttpriglu la their tedi» snX!IM 
IL* VOL. Vlll. .'.m 
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Prick love for pricking, and yoa beat love down.— 
Give me a case to put my visage in : [^Putting on a ma%k, 
A visor for a visor !— what care I, 
What curious eye doth quote deformities 
Here are the beetle-brows shall blush for me. 

Ben. Come, knock, and enter ; and no sooner in. 
But every man betake him to his leg^. 

Rom, A torch for me : let wantons, light of heart, 
Tickle the senseless rushes with their heels ; 
For I am proverb'd with a grandsire phrase,— 
I'll be a candle- holder, and look on,— 
The game was ne'er so fair, and I am done.' 

Mer. Tut ! dun's the mouse, the constable's own word ; 
If thou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire 
Of this (save reverence) love, wherein thou stick'st 
Up to the ears. — Come, we burn day-light, ho. 

Rom, Nay, that's not so. 

Mer, I mean, sir, in delay 
^Ve waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day. 
Take our good meaning ; for our judgment sits 
Five tiroes in that, ere once in our five wits. 

Rom, And we mean well, in going to this mask y 
But 'tis no wit to go. 

Mer, Why, may one ask ? 

Rom, I dreamt a dream to-night. 

Mer, And so did I, 

Rom, Well, what was yours ? 

Mer. That dreamers often lie. 

Rom. In bed, asleep, while the/ do dream things tnM. 

Mer. O, then, 1 see, queen Mab hath been with yoo. 
She is the fairies' midwife ; and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman. 
Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep : 
iler waggon-spokes made of long spinners' legs ; 
The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers ; 
The traces, of the smallest spider's web ; 
The collars, of the moonshine's watry beams ; 
Her whip, of cricket's bone ; the lash, of film : 
Her waggoner, a small grey-coated gnat, 
Not half so big as a round little worm 



[4] To quQte is to observe. STEEVENS. 

[5] An allusion to an eld proverbial saying, Mphlch advises to give^TP^. 
wben the game it at the fairesl. RITSON. 
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Prick'd from th« lazy finger of a maid : 
Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut, 
Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub* 
Time out of raind the fairies' coach-makers* 
And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love ; 
On courtiers* knees, that dream on court'sies straight : 
O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees : 
O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream. 
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues. 
Because their breaths with sweet-meats^ tainted are. 
Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's nose, 
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit : 
And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's tail, 
Tickling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep, 
Then dreams he of another benefice : 
Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades, ^ 
Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear ; at which he starts, and wakes ; 
And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two^ 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab, 
That plats the manes of horses in the night ; 
And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs,^ 
Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs. 
That presses them, and learns them first to bean, 
Making them women of good carriage. 
This, this is she — 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace ; 
Thou talk'st of nothing. 

Mer. True, I talk of dreams ; 
Which are the children of an idle brain. 
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy ; 
Which is as thin of substance as the air ; 
And more inconstant than the wind, who woos 
Even now th.e frozen bosom of the north. 
And, being anger'd, puffs away from thence, 

[6} Khihig'com'fith These artificial aids to perfume the breath are men. 
tioned by Falstaff in the Merry Wives of IFtndsor. M ALONE. 

[7] A sword is e»iied a toledo from the excellence of the Toledan steel. Sa 
Grotios> *• Claudius Toletanus 

" Unda Tagi non est uno celebranda mctallo ; 
«' Utilis in civcs est ibi lamna sues." JOHNSON. 
GBI This was a common supersiltioa ; aiid seems to have hitdits rt«e from 
nte horrid disease called FUea Folonica. WARBURToN. > 
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Turning his face to the dew-dropping soath. 

Ben. This wind, you talk of, blows us from oarselres ; 
Supper is done, and we shall come too late. 

Rom, I fear, too early : for my mind misgives, 
Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this night's revels ; and expire the term 
Of a despised life, clos'd in my breast. 
By some vile forfeit of untimely death : 
But He, that hath the steerage of my course. 
Direct my sail ! — On, lusty gentlemen. 

Ben. Strike, drum. lExeunt. 

SCENE V. 

A Hail in CapuletV house. Musicians waiting. Enter Servants. 

1 Serv. Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take 
away ? he shift a trencher ! he scrape a trencher ! 

2 Serv. When good manners shall lie all in one or 
two men's hands, and they unwashed too, 'tis a foul thing. 

1 Serv. Away with the joint-stools, remove the court- 
cupboard,' look to the plate: — good thou, save me a 
piece of marchpane and, as thou lovest me, let the 
porter let in Susan Grindstone, and Nell.— Antony ! 
and Potpan ! 

2 Serv. Ay, boy ; ready. 

1 Serv. You are looked for, and called for, asked for» 
and sought for, in the great chamber. 

2 Serv. We cannot be here and there too. — Checrly, 
boys ; be brisk awhile, and the longer liver take all. 

^ [ They retire behind^ 

Enter Capulet, Isfc. with the Guests, and the Maskers, 
1 Ca/i. Gentlemen, welcome! ladies, that have their toes 
Unplagu'd with corns, will have a bout with you 
Ah ha, my mistresses .* which of you all 
Will now deny to dance } she that makes dainty, shCi 
I'll swear, hath corns ; Am I come near you now > 

[6] A court cuphtard was a moyeable ; a beufet, a fiztar«. The former wtt 
open, ifM made of plain oak ; the latter had folding doors and was pidHBrf 
and glide J on the inside. STEEVENS. ] 

[73 Marchpanes were composed of filberts, almonds.pistachoet, pSne-i tcniclh 
and sogar of roses, with a small proportion of floor : called by some atajoaAk 
cake, and was a constant article in the deserts of oar ancestors. It was It 
high esteem in Sh^kspeare's time ; as appears from the account of QpeM 
Elizabeth's entertainment at Cambridge. It is saud that the lUiiversUjr ppe* 
Mnted sir William Cecil their chancellor with two pair of jEloves« a mmfi^ 
pan-t» and two sogar-loaTes. PrcA'i Dtsidertta CuHquu toI. u. p. 4^ GlUCt^ 



HOMBO km JULIKT. 



21 



You are welcome, gentlemen ! I have seen the day, 

That I have worn a visor ; and could tell 

A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear. 

Such as would please -'tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis gone : 

You are welcome, gentlemen ! — Come, musicians, play. 

A hall ! a hall \ ^ Give room, and foot it, girls. 

[Music filaya^ and they danc^. 
More light, ye knaves ; and turn the tables up,* 
And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot.~ 
Ah, sirrah, this unlook'd-for sport comes well. 
Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet,' 
For you and I are past our dancing days : 
How long is't now, since last yourself and I 
Were in a mask ? 

2 Ca/i. By'r lady, thirty years. 

1 Cafi, What, man ! 'tis not so much, 'tis not so much 
*Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio, 

Come pentecost as quickly as it will. 

Some fivc-and-twenty years ; and then we mask'd. 

2 C(z/i. 'Tis more, 'tis more : his son is elder, sir ; 
His son is thirty. 

1 Cafi. Will you tell me that i 
His son was but a ward two years ago. 

Bom, What lady's that, which doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder knight f 

Serv, I know not, sir. 

Rom, O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright ! 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear : 
Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear ! 
So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows. 
As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows. 
The measure done» 1*11 watch her place of stand. 
And, touching hers, make happy my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now ? forswear it, sight ! 
For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night. 



[8] This esclsunation occurs frcqnently in the old comedies, and signifies 
make room. STEEVENS. 

C93 It should be obsenred that ancient tables were flat leaves, joined by 
lunges, and placed on tresaela. When they were to be removed^ they were 
therefore turned up, STEEVENS. 

[1] Cousin was a common < xpressioa from one kinsman to another, oot of 
the degree of parent and child, brother and sister. Thus ia UawUtt, the King 
his uncle and stepfather addresses him with 

*« Bat now my cousin Hamlrt and my son.*'— 
OlUia, in the Tnveifih Nieht, constantly calls her ancle Toby cvmin* Ricbira 
Ul, calif his nei>hcw|York sou$in, &c. &c. RITSON. 
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Tyb, This, by his voice, should be a Montague 
Fetch me my rapier, boy : — What ! dares the riaTC^ 
Come hither, cover'd with an antick face, 
To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ? 
Now, by the stock and honour of my kin. 
To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 

1 Cafi^ Why, how now, kinsman ? wherefore storm 
you so ? 

Tyh. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ; 
A villain, that is hither come in spite, 
To scorn at our solemnity this night. 

1 Cap,, Young Romeo is't ? 

Tyb, 'Tis he, that villain Romeo. 

1 Caft, Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone ; 
He bears him like a portly gentleman ; 
And, to say truth, Verona brags of him. 
To be a virtuous and well-govern'd youth : 
I would not for the wealth of all this town> 
Here in my house, do him disparagement : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him. 
It is my will ; the which if thou respect. 
Show a fair presence, and put off these frowns. 
An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast. 

Tyb, It fits, when such a villain is a guest v 
ril not endure him. 

1 Cap* He shall be endur'd ; 
What, goodman boy ! — I say, he shall Go to 
Am I the master here, or you P go to. 
You'll not endure him !— God shall mend my soul— 
You'll make a mutiny among my guests ! 
You will sit cock-a-hoop ! You'll be the man ! 

Tyb, Why, uncle, 'tis a shame. 

1 Co/i. Go to, go to. 
You are a saucy boy : — Is't so, indeed ?— 
This trick may chance to scath you ; — I know what. 
You must contrary me ! marry, 'tis time — 
Well said, my hearts : — You are a princox ; go 
Be quiet, or — More light, more light, for shame !-^- 
I'll make you quiet ; What ! — Cheerly, my hearts. 

Tyb. Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting. 
Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting. 
I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall, 
Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall. \Exitk 
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Rom. If I profane with my unworthy hand 

[To Juliet. 
This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this,-— 
My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand. 

To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss. 
JuL Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion shows in this ; 
For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch, 
And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss. 
Rom. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too ? 
JuL Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer. 
Rom, O then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do ; 
They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair. 
Saints do not move, though grant for praters' sake^ 
Rom. Then move not, while my prayer's efifect I take. 
Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purg'd. 

[Kisaing her. 
Jul. Then have my lips the sin that they have took. 
Rom. Sin from my lips ? O trespass sweetly urgM ! 
Give me my sin again. 
Jul. You kiss by the book. 

JVurse. Madam, your mother craves a word with you. 

Rom. What is her mother ^ 

NurBc, Marry, bachelor. 
Her mother is the lady of the house. 
And a good lady, and a wise, and virtuous : 
I nurs'd her daughter, that you talk'd withal ; 
I tell you,— he, that can lay hold of her, 
Shall have the chinks. 

Rom. Is she a Capulet ? 

dear account ! my life is my foe's debt 
Ben. Away, begone ; the sport 4s at the best. 
Rom, Ay, so I fear ; the more is my unrest. 

1 Cafi. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone ; 
We have a trifling foolish banquet towards.^-— 
Is it e'en so } Why, then I thank you all ; 

1 thank you, honest gentlemen ; good night 
More torches here ! — Come on, then let's to bed. 
Ah, sirrah, [To 2 Cap.] by my fay, it waxes late ; 
ru to nay rest. [Exeunt all but Juliet and Mirae. 

Jul, Come hither, nurse : What is yon gentleman^ 

JVurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio. 

Jul, What*s he, that now is going out of door ? 

Fft] It appears from the former pnt of this scenes that Capolet's company 
had tapped. A banquet often meant, in old times, nothing oHire than a coHa- 
tion of ftoit wine, &c. STEEVENS, 
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JVur«f . Marry, that, I think, be yoong Petruchio. 
Jfi/.What's he,that follows thercthat would not danced 
lAirae, I know not. 

Jul. Go, ask his name : — if be be married, 
My grave is like to be my wedding-bed. 

JVurse. His name is Romeo, and a Montague ; 
The only son of your great enemy. 

Jul. My only love sprung from my only hate ! 
Too early seen unknown, and known too late ! 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me. 
That I must love a loathed enemy. 

JVurac. What's this ? what this ? 

JuL A rhyme I leam'd even now , 
Of one I danc'd withal. {One calU within, hn.izr. 

Mir$e. Anon, anon :— - 
Come, let'is away ; the strangers all are gone. [Sxeunr 

Enter CuoRVS.^ 

Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie. 

And young affection gapes to be his heir ; 
That fair, which love groan'd for, and would die^ 

With tender Juliet match'd, is now noC'i&ir. 
Now Romeo is belov*d« and loves again. 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks ; 
But to his foe suppos*d he must complain. 

And she steal love's sweet bait from fearful hooks : 
Being held a foe, he may not have access 

To breathe such vows as lovers use to swear ; 
And she as much in love, her means much less 

To meet her new-beloved any where : 
But passion lends them pow'r, time means to meet, 
Temp'ring extremities with extreme sweet. lExic. 



ACT II. 

SCENE l.-^An open Place, adjotning CAPOLar'* Garden:^ 
Enter Romeo. 

Romeo, Can I go forward, when my heart is here i 
Turn back, dull earth, and find thy center out. 

[He climds the wall, and leafi9 down within it, 

il\ The ase of chls Chorot is not easily discovered ; it conduces nothing 
to the proKrets of the i^ay* bat relates what Is already known, or what the 
next scene will shew ; and relates it without adding the improvement ot 
Wf moral sentiment. JOHNSON. 
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Enter Bemvolio, and Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo ! my cousin Romeo ! 

Mer, He is wbe ; 
And. on my life* baUi stolen him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way, and leap'd this orchard iirall : 
CalU.good Mercatio. 

Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too.— - 
Romeo ! humours ! madman ! passion ! lover ! 
Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh. 
Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied ; 
Cry but — Ah me ! couple but — love and dove ; 
Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word. 
One nick-name for her purblind son and heir, 
^oung Adam Cupid, « he that shot so trim. 
When king Cophetua lov'd the beggar- m aid. « — 
He beared not, stirreth not, he moveth not ; 
The ape is dead, and I must conjure him.— 
I conjure thee by Rosaline's bright eyes. 
By her high forehead, and her scarlet lip. 
By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering thigh. 
And the demesnes that there adjacent lie. 
That in thy likeness thou appear to us. 

Ben. An if he hear thee, tnou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him : 'twould anger him 
To rais^-a apirit in his mistress* circle 
Of soan vtraoge nature, letting it there stand 
Till she had laid it, and conjur'd it down i: 
That were some spite : mv invocation 
Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress* name, 
I conjure only but to raise up him. 

Ben. Come, he hath hid himself among those tree^. 
To be consorted with the humorous night 
Blind is his love, and best befits the dark. 

Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark. 
Now will he sit under a medlar tree. 
And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit. 
As maids call medlars, when they laugh alone.—* 
Romeo, good night :— I'll to my truckle-bed ; 
This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep : 
Come, shall v/e go ^ 

Ben, Go, then ; for 'tis in vain 
To seek him here, that means not to be found. \Ex-e. 



Alluding CO the famous archer Mam Bell. REED. 
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SCENE II. 
CapulbtV Carden. EtOer Rombo. 

Rom. He jests at scars, that never felt a won Ad.— 

|[IuL4ET tiftficavB abcrve, at a^ndow. 
But, soft ! what light through yonder window breaks ! 
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun !— 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already sick and pale with grief^ 
That thou her maid art far more fair than ah« : 
Be not her maid,^ since she is envious ; 
Her vestal livery is but sick and green. 
And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off.-— 
It is my lady ; O, it is my love : 
O, that she kncw «hc were ! — 
She speaks, yet she says nothing ; What of that -f 
Her eye discourses, I will answer it.*— 
I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks : 
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 
Having some business, do entreat ber eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head f 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars* 
As daylight doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so brigfat* 
That birds would sing, and think it were not night. 
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand ! 
O, that I w«re a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek ! 

Jul. Ah me ! 

Rom, She speaks : — 
O, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o'er my head. 
As is a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the white-upturned wond'ring eyes 
Of mortah, that fall back to gaze on him. 
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds. 
And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

JuL O Ronrieo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou Romeo i 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name : 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love. 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet. 

l^om.Shall I hear more, or shall I^eak at this.^ {Aside, 

JuL ^Tls but thy name, that is my enemy ; — 

[f»3 Be -not a votary to the moon, to Diana. JOHNSON. 
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Thoa art thyself thoag^, not a Montague.* 
What's MoBtagne ? it is nor hand, nor foot, 
Kor arm, nor &ce, nor any other part 
^ BelonfdBi; to a man. O, be some other name ! 
What • in a name ? that which we call a rose. 
By any other name would smell as sweet ; 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo eaU*d, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes. 
Without that title Romeo, doflF thy name ; 
And'for that name, which is no part of thee. 
Take all myself. 

Rom, I take thee at thy word : 
Call me but love, and Pll be new baptiz'd ; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

What man art thou, that, thus bescreen'd in night* 
So stumblest on my counsel ? 

Bom. By a name 
I know not how to tell thee who I am : 
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 
Because it is an enemy to thee ; 
Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound ; 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague f 

Rom, Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike. 

JuL How cam'st thou hither, tell me ? and wheref6re ? 
The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb ; 
And the place death, considering who thou art. 
If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Rom. With love's light wings did I o'er-pcrch these 
walls ; 

For stony limits cannot hold love out : 

And what love can do, that dares love attempt ; 

Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me. 

JuL If they do see thee, they will murder thee. 

Rom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye. 
Than twenty of their swords ; look thou but sweet. 
And I am proof against their enmity. 

Jul. I would not for the world, they saw thee here. 

Rom. I have night's cloak to hide me from their sight; 

rS} We most understand though in the tense of thm* a sense it is perpeta* 
ftllj used in by our ancient poets. So in the Merry mves (f Windsor, 

I keep bat thr^ aien and a boy yet-^ot what though V* 
Aflio In K. Henry V. 

*«IthatiiDi»leoiic«bstwhat<A0»x^." RIT80NV 
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And, but thoQ love me,* let them find me here ; 
My life were better ended by their hate. 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 
Jul, By whose direction found*8t thou out this fjlace i 
Rom, By love, who first did prompt me to inquire ; 
He lent me counsel, and I lent niro eyes. 
I am no pilot ; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast shore wash'd with the furthest sea, 
I would adventure for such merchandise. 

JuL Thou know'st, the mask of night is on my face i 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek. 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke ; But farewell compliment ! 
Dost thou love me ? I know, thou wilt say — Ay ; 
And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swear*st». 
Thou may'st prove false ; at lovers' perjuries. 
They say, Jove laughs. O, gentle Romeo, 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if thou think'st I am too quickly won,, 
ru frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay. 
So thou wilt woo ; but, else, not for the world. 
In truths fair Montague, I am too fond ; 
And therefore thou may'st think my haviour light ; 
But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be strange. 
I should have been more strange, I must confess, 
But that thou over-heard'st, ere I was 'ware. 
My true love's passion : therefore pardon roe ;. 
And not impute this yielding to light love. 
Which the dark night hath so discovered, 

Rom, Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear. 
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops,— 

Jul, O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon 
That monthly changes in her circled orb, 
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.. 

Rom, What shall I swear by t 

Jul, Do not swear at all ; 
Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 
Which is the god of my idolatry. 
And I'll believe thee, 

Rom, If my heart's dear love — 

JuL Well, do not swear ; Although I joy in thee, 

Co] Mr. M. MMon thinks '< but thou love me".meaiit unUsi thon^ love me 
He IS certainly right. ^ in Anttny and Cleopatra : 

'* &tt being chargU we will be still b/ land." ST££VENSb 
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I have no J Of of this cootr4ct to-night : 
It is too rash, too unadvisM, too sudden ; 
Too like the lightnioK* which doth cease to be. 
Ere one can say— It lightens. Sweet, good night ! 
This bad of love, by summer's ripening breath. 
May prove a beaateous flower when next we meet . 
Good-night, good-night ! as sweet repose and rest 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breast ! 
JRom. O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied f 
Jul. What satisfaction canst thoo have tu-night 
JRom.The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine. 
Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didst request it : 
And yet would it were to give again. 

Bom. Wouldst thou withdraw it^ for what purpose, 
love ? 

Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again. 
And yet I wish but for the thing I have : 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea. 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee, 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 

IMirae calls wit Mini 
I hear some noise within ; Dear love, adieu !— 
Anon, good nurse !— Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again. [£xtVr- 

Aom, O blessed blessed night ! I am afeard. 
Being in night, all this is but a dreani, 
Too nattering-sweet to be substantial. 

Re-enter Juliet, above. 

•/tt/.Three words, dear Romeo, and good-night; ihdee(>> 
If that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow, 
By one that I'll procure to come to thee. 
Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the rite ; 
Ai)d all my fortunes at thy foot ril lay. 
And follow thee my lord throughout the world : 

Mirae. lPVithin.'\ Madam. 

Jul, I come, anon : — But if thon meanest not wi^lV 
I do beseech thee, — 

Mirse. [ Within,'] Madam. 

Jul. By and by, I come : — 
To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief : 
To-morrow will I send. 

Bom, So thrive my soul, — 

Jul. A thousand times good night f - 

Bom. A thousand times the worse, to walil 
Love goes toward love, as school-boys from thinr 
J2» VOL, rut. 
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But love from love, toward school with heavy looks. 

[Retiring slowly^ 
Re-enter Juliet, above. 

Jul. Hist ! Romeo, hist ! — O, for a falconer's voice. 
To lure this tassel-g^ntle back again ! ■ 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ; 
Else would I tear the cave where echo lies. 
And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine 
With repetition of my Romeo's name. 

Rom, It is my soul, that calls upon my name : 
How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night,. 
Like softest music to attending ears ! 

JuL Romeo ! 

Rom, My sweet ! 

JuL At what o'clock to-morrow 
Shall I send to thee i 

Rom, At the hour of nine. 

Jul. I will not fail ; 'tis twenty years till then. 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom. Let me stand here till thou remember it. 

JuL I shall forget, to have thee still stand there, 
Rememb'ring how I love thy company. 

Rom. And 111 still stay, to have thee still forget, 
Forgettinp; any other home but this. 

JuL 'Tis almost morning, I would have thee gone t 
And yet no further than a wanton's bird ; 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand. 
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves. 
And with a silk thread plucks it back agaip. 
So loving-jealous of his libertv. 

Rom, I would, I were thy bird* 

JuL Sweet, so would I ; 
Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 
Good-night, good-night ! parting is such sweet sorrow^ 
That 1 shall say— good-night, till it be morrow. lExtt, 

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast! 
— 'Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest ! 
Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell ; 
His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. [Exit^ 



[il The tassel or tiercel » for so it should be tpelt is the male of the gott- 
hawk ; so called, because it is a tierce or third less than the female. This i» 
e^Ily trae of all birds of prey. This species of hawk had the e|^thrt geHfiei 
annexed tQ it.fron the ease wub which it was tamed; and its att«chiBCBtt» 
mam 8T££T£N9. 
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SCENE III. 

Friitr L acrbnce^* Cell. £ntar Friar Lausehcb, vtith a batht. 

FrL The grey-ey'd morn smiles on the frowning nighty. 
Checkering the eastern clouds with streaks of light i 
And flecked darkness* like a drunkard reels 
From forth day's path- way, made by Titan's wheels : 
Kow ere the sun advance his burning eye. 
The day to cheer, and night's dank dew to dry, 
I must up-fill this osier cage of ours. 
With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers. 
The earth, that's nature's mother, is her tomb ; 
What is her burying grave, that is her womb : 
And from her womb children of divers kind 
We sucking on her natural bosom And ; 
Many for many virtues excellent, 
None but for some, and yet all different. 
O, mickle is the powerful grace, ^ that lies 
In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities. 
For nought so vile that on the earth doth live. 
But to the earth some special good doth give ; 
Nor aught so good, but, strain'd from that fair u^,' 
Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse : 
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied ; 
And vice sometime's by action dignified. 
Within the infant rind of this small flower 
Poison hath residence, and med'cine power : 
For this, being smelt, with that part* cheers each pan; 
Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart. 
Two such opposed foes encamp them still 
In man as well as herbs, grace, and rude wil) ; 
And, where the worser is predominant, 
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant. 

^nf^r Rom EG; 

Rom. Good morrow, father ! 

Fri, Benedtcite ! 
What early tongue so sweet saluteth me ?— 
Young son, it argues a distemper'd head. 
So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed ; 
Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye, 
And' where care lodges, sleep will never lie ; 
But wjiere unbruised youth with anstuff^d brain 

[21 Flecked is spotted, dappled, fttrea1ced> or varlegsvtcd. ST£EVCK€^ 

Csl EfficackKM virtue. JOHNSON 

Uj With the part that tmeUt, MALONB. 
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Doth coach his limbs, there golden sleep doth reign : 
Therefore thy earlinebs doth me assure, « 
Thou art up-roiit*d by some distcmp'ratare ; 
Or if not so, then here I hit it right — 
Oar Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 

Bom. That last is true, the sweeter rest was mine. 

JFri. God pardon sin ! wast thou with Rosaline f 

Rom. Witii Rosaline, my ghostly fiather i no ; 
I have forgot that name, and that name's woe. 

Fri. That's my good son : But where hast thou been 
then f 

Rom. ril tell thee, ere thou ask it me again» 
I have been feasting with mine enemy ; 
Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me. 
That's by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy physic lies : 
I bear no hatred, blessed man ; for, lo. 
My intercession likewise steads my foe. 

Frt. Be plain, good son, and homely in thy drift ; 
Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift. 

Rom. Then plainly know, my heart's dear love is set 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet : 
As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine ; 
And all combin'd» save what thou roust consbine 
By holy marriage : When, and where, and how. 
We met, we woo'd, and roade exchange of vow, 
I'll tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray. 
That thou consent to marry us this day. 

Frt. Holy saint Francis ! what a change is here ! 
Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear, % 
So soon forsaken^ young men's love then lies 
!Kot truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
Jesu Maria ! what a deal of brine 
Hath wash'd thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline ! 
How much salt water thrown away in waste. 
To season love, that of it doth not taste ! 
The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven dears. 
Thy old groans ring yet in D\y ancient ears ; 
Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit 
Of an old tear that is not wash'd off yet. 
If e'er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine. 
Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline ; 
And art thou chang'd f pronoance this sentence then-*- 
Women may falU whea there's no strength in men. 

RonL Thoa chidd'st me oft for loving Rosaline. 

Frt. For doting, not for Vrdix^f, pupU mnM. 
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Rom. And bad'st me bury love. 

Fri, Not in a grave. 
To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rom» I pray thee, chide not : she, whom I love now*^ 
Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow : 
The other did not so. 

Fri. O, she knew well, 
Thy love did read by rote, and could not spell. 
But come, young waverer, come go with me. 
In one respect I'll thy assistant be ; 
For this alliance may so happy prove. 
To turn, your households' rancour to pure love. 

jRom. iX, let us hence ; I stand on sudden haste. 

Fri, Wisely, and slow ; They stumble, that run fast. 

{Exeunl. 

SCENE IV. 

J Street, Enter Benvolio and Mercutio. 

Met, Where the devil should this Romeo be ?— 
Came he not home to-night i 
Ben, Not to his father's ; I spoke with his man. 
Mer, Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench, that 
Rosaline, 

Torments him so, that he will sure run mad. 

Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet, 
Hath sent a letter to his father's house. 

Mer. A challenge, on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will answer it. 

Mer. Any man, that can write, may answer a letter. 
^ Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how he 
dares, being dared. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead ! stabbed 
with a white wench's black eye ; shot thorough thefear 
with a love-song ; the very pin of his heart ,cleft with 
the blind bow-boy's butt-shaft ; And is he a man .taen- 
counter Tybalt } 

Ben. Why, what is Tybah ^ 

Mer. More than prince jof cats, lean tell you.' 
he is the courageous- captain of compliments he fights 
as you sing prick-song, keeps time, distance, and pro- 
portion ; rests me his mini in rest, one, two, and the 



Cf] Tyberh the name given to the cat, in the story-book ^^ggg*^ ^'f* 

r61. A com^te nsatter of aH the laws of ceremony, the principid aua iit 
ti« doctrine ^FOOctiUo. JOHNSONr ^ v.4r« 
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third in your bosom : the very butcher of a silk button, 
a duellist, a duellist ; a gentleman of the very first 
house, — of the first and second cause :7 Ah, theimmoiv 
talpassado ! the punto reverso ! the hay 
Ben. The what ^ 

Mer, The pox of such antic, lisping, affecting fiantaa* 
ticoes ; these new tuners of accents !— J9y Je9u^ a -very 
good blade /—a very tall man /—a very good whore ! 
— Why, is not this a laroenuble thing, grandsire,* that 
we should be thus afflicted with these strange ilies» 
these fashion-mongers, these fiardonneZ'tnoyB^^ who 
stand so much on the new form, that they cannot sit at 
ease on the old bench i O, their bona, their bona / 
Enter Romeo. 

Ben, Here comes Romeo, here comes Romea 

Mer» Without his roe, like a dried herring : — O flesh, 
flesh, how art thou fishified ! — Now is he for the num- 
bers that Petrarch flowed in : Laura, to his lady, was 
but a kitchen-wench ;— marry, she had a better love 
to be-rhyme her ; Dido, a dowdy ; Cleopatra, a gipsy ; 
Helen and Hero, hildings and harlots ; Thisb6, a grey 
eye or so, but not to the purpose.— Signior Romeo, bon 
jour ! there's a French salutation to your French slop.* 
You gave us the counterfeit fairly last night 

Rom, Good-morrow to you both. What counterfeit 
did I give you i 

Mer, The slip, sir, the slip ; Can you not conceive ? 

Rom, Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was great ; 
and, in such a case as mine, a man may strain courtesy. 

Mer, That's as much as to say—such a case as 
yours constrains a man to bow in the hams. 

Horn, Meaning — to court'sy. 

Mer, Thou hast most kindly hit it. 

t7l A gentleman of the first house of the first and second cmiss ; if a 
gemleman of the Hrst rank> oi the first etninence among these duellbti. See 
Js rou Like It, act v. sc. STEEVENS. 

C8] All the terms of the modern fencing-school were orifinally knUMi ; 
the rapier, or small thrasting sword* being first osed in Italy. The hay it the 
word hoi, yoa haiM it. used when a thrust reaches the antagonist. Am 
which our fencers on the same occasion, without knowiiigi I tmppout wy 
reason for it, cry oat Aa/ JOHNSON. 

C9] Humoroosly apostrophising his ancestors, whose sober tines'Ave xai» 
ao^oainted with the fopperies here complained of. WARBURTON. 

£•3 Pordomiffx mof became the hmgnage of doobt or heskuion amouMMn 
•f the sword, when the point of honoor was grown so delicate, that sWfaCT - 
aode of contradiction woold be endured. JOHNSON. 
si£«^^ »v1ar^kMu bretchtt or trowsert wwa afi gi iiis t oily IT- 

\ 
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B.wn. A. most courteous exposition. 
Afrr. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy. 
Rom. Pink for flower. 
Mer. Right. 

Rom. Why, then is my pump well flowered.* 
Mer, Well said : Follow me this jest now, till thoa 
hast worn out thy pump ; that, when the single sole of 
it is worn, the jest may remain, after the wearing, solely 
singular. 

Rom. O single-soled jest, solely singular for the single- 
Bess ! 

Mer, Come between us, good Benvolio ; my wits foil. 
Rom. Switch and spars, switch and spurs ; or I'll cry 
a match. 

Mer, Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chace, I have 
done ; for thoa hast more of the wild-goose in one of thy 
"wits, than, I am sure, I have in my whole five : Was I 
with you there for the goose \ 

Rom. Thou wast never with me for any thing, whea 
thou wast not there for the goose. 

Mer. 1 will bite thee by the ear for that jest. 

Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not.^ 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting it is a most 
sharp sauce. 

Rom. And is it not well served in to a sweet gooae ? 

Mer. O, here's a wit of cheverel,* that stretches from 
aa inch narrow to an £11 broad ! 

Rom,l stretch it out for that word — broad ; which add- 
ed to the goose, proves thee far and wide a broad goose. 

Mer. Why, is not this better now, than groaning for 
love f now art thou sociable, now art thou Romeo ; now 
art thou what thou art, by art as well as by nature : 
for Uiis driveling love is like a great natural, that runs 
lolling up and down to hide his bauble in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, stop there. 

Mer, Thou desirest me to stop in my tale against the 
hair. 

Ren. Thou woald*st else have made thy tale large. 

Mer. O, thott art deceived, i would, have made it 
short : for I was come to the whole depth of my tale : 
and meant, indeed, to occupy the argument no longer. 

[31 It WM the ewtom to wear ribbons In the shoes fonaed into the shtpe 
of^s or any othsp flowers. STEEVENS. 

in A proverbUl exprenion to be fonnd in Bay's GoUffOkhm. STESr * 
Abittir svteHnr, is an niple of that name. STSSVSN8. 

[6] ChiVtTii U soft learherfM^ jrioves. JOHNSON. ChsPtrU Mtm 
eiimrirf/, roebuck. MUSGRAVE. - 
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Enter Mtrae and Peter. 
Rom. Here's goodly gccr ! 
Mer. \ sail, a sail, a sail ! 
Ben. Two, two ; a shirt, and a smock. 
JVurse, Peter ! 
'Peter, Anon ? 
Mirae. My fan, Peter.^ 

Mer. Pr'ythee, do, good Pctfer, to hide her face ; for 
her fan's the fairer of the two. 
JVurse. God ye good morrow, gentlemen. 
Mer. God ye good den,* fair gentlewoman. 
Mtrse. Is it good den f 

Mer. *Tis no less, I tell you : for the bawdy hand- of 
the dial is now upon the prick of noon. 

JVUrar. Out upon you ! what a man are you.? 

Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made him- 
self to mar. 

Mirse. By my troth, it is weH said For himself to 
iaar,quoth'a?— Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where 
I may find the young Romeo ? 

Rom. I can tell you ; but young Romeo will be older 
when you have found him, than he was when you sought, 
him : I am the youngest of that name,for 'fault of a worse. 

Mtrse. You say well. 

Mer. Yea, is the worst well ? Very well took, i'faith ; 
wisely, wisely. 

Mirae. if you be he, sir, I desire some confidence 
n^lth you. 

Ben, She will indite him to some supper. 
Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd ! So ho ! 
Rom. What hast thou found 

Mer, No hare, -sir ; unless a hare, sir, |tn a lentea 
jne, that is soofiething sUle and hoar ere it be spent 
Jn old hare hooTf 
And an old hare hoar, 
very good meat in lent : 
But a hare that it hoar, 
i# too much for a score, 
When it hoar* ere it be spent 

[>] The botineM of Peter carrying the nune't ftu, teoM ridlcoloM accon^ 
ing to modern manners ; bot I find sudi wm ftrmerif the practice. la 
an oU pamphlet* 1598, we are Informed, that " The m'utresa auMt have oae 
to carry her cloake and hood, another her fanae." FAJLMEE. 

{8] God give yon a good em. STEEVSNS; 

C9J MercQtio having roared oat. So ^a/ the-cryAf (he sportmMn wbm 
llwy.ttart a hare, Romeo asks ^hat hi'hat fnmdt aad- Memtto aMware, 
Ko hare, tec. The rest is a series of .QoihUes ua worthy of expianacSoo. 
which he who does not ttnder«tand« needs not lament hii fgaoraoce. |OHKB. 



Romeo, will yon come to your father's ? we'll to dinntft 
thither. 

Bom. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell, ancient lady ; farewell, lady, lady, 
lady. {Exeunt y/lERcvTio and Behvolio. 

JVurae. Marry, &rewell ! — I pray you, sir, what sau- 
cy merchant was this, that was so full of his ropery ? ' 

Rom, \ gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear himself 
talk ; and will speak more in a minute, than he will 
stand to in a month. 

Mirae. An 'a speak any thing against me, TU take him 
■down an 'a were lustier than he is, and twenty such 
Jacks ; and if I cannot, I'll find those that shall. Scurvy 
knave ! I am none of his flirt-gills ; I am none of his 
skains-mates '^nd thou must stand by too, and 
sufier every knave to use me at his pleasure ? 

Pet. I saw no man use you at his pleasure ; if I had, 
mf weapon should quickly have been out, I warrant 
you : I dare draw as soon as another man, if I see oc- 
casion 'in a good quarrel, and the law on my side. 

Mirte. Now, afore God, I am so vexed, that every 
*part about me quivers. Scurvy knave !— .Pray you, sir, 
« word : and as I told you, my young lady bade me in- 
quire you out ; what she bade me say, I will keep to 
myself : but first let me tell ye, if ye should lead her in- 
to ar fool's ^paradise, as they say, it were a very gpross 
•kind of behaviour, as they say : for the gentlewoman is 
young ; and, therefore, if you should deal double with 
tier, tnilfr^t were an ill thing to be offered to any gen-' 
tlewoman, and very msk dealing. 

Horn. Nurse, commend me to thy . lady and mistress. 
1 protest unto tfaee^'*— — 

Mirse. Good heart ! and, i'faith, I will tell her as 
much : Lord, lord, she will be a joyful woman. 

Bom, What wilt thou tell her, nurse f thou dost not 
mark me. 

Mirae, I will her, sir,— that you do protest ; which, 
as I take it, is a- gentlemanlike ofier. 

Rom, .Bid her devise some means to come to shrift 
This afternoon ; 

And there she shall at fria r Lauren ce* cell 

' [i] Ihpery was anciently oted in the same wnie at roguery it now. KMf. 
/rsWiaremoitloiiefl la anetW place. STEEVENS. ^ 
l«l A iktiUf or sMn wat either a kuifi or titkmf d4tggir. By tUhuwrnln 
^faeonrae weMWBooeof hit loote companiOBit 5Mn la tlM liiih wtrafcr 
alcnifo. SWEVENS. 

13 VOL. VIII. . 
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Be shriv*d, and married. Here is for thy pains. 

JViirse. No, truly, sir ; not a penny. 
JRom, Go to ; I say, you shall. 

J^urae, This afternoon, sir? Well, she shall he there. 

Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey-watt i 
Within this hour my man shall be with thee ; 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy * 
Must be my convoy in ithe secret night. ^ 
Farewell ! — Be trusty, and I'll quit thy pains. 
Farewell !-^Commend me to thy mistress. 

Aur«^.Now God in heaven bless thee !— Hark you, air. 

Rom. What say'st thou, my dear nurse } 

JVurae. Is your roan -secret ? Did you ne*er hear say— 
Two may keep 4U>unsel, putting one away f 

Rom. I warrant thee ; my man'-s as true as steel. 

JVurae, Well, sir ; my mistress is the sweetest lady- 
Lord, lord !— when 'twas a little prating thing,— O,— 
there's a nobleman in town, one Paris, that would fain 
lay knife aboard ; but she, good soul, had as lieve see a 
toad, a very toad, as see him. I anger her sometimes, 
and tell her that Paris is the properer man ; but, I'll 
warrant you, when I 'Say se, she looks as pale as any 
clout in the varsal world. Doth not rosemary and Ro- 
meo begin both with a letter ? 

Rom. Ay, nurse ; What of that > both with an R. 

JVurse. Ah, mocker ! that's the dog's name. R b for 
the dog.« No ; I know it begins with another letter : 
and s>e hath the prettiest eententioos of it, of you and 
rosemary, that it would do yoa good to hear it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. [Exit. 

JVurse. Ay, a thousand times.— Peter ! 

Pet. Anon i 

J^ura^' Peter, uke my fan, and go before. \^Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

Capulbt'# Garden. Enter Jxtlxbt. 

Jul. The clock struck nine, when I did aend the nurae ; 
In half an hour she promis'd to return, 
yer chance, she cannot meet him ;— that's not so.— 

t3l Like stairs of rope In the tackle of a ship. JOHNSON, 
•f 4I ;rbrte|i-gaUaiii is tke higheit exreauty of the matt of* «Up. tT££¥. 
ISl T woald read, « Ah moeker ! that* 1 the dog's nsme. ft itHir thfr^ 
jw ; I know it begins with some other fetter.'' UlTSOli. 
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O, she is lame ! love's heralds should be thoughts, 
Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams, 
Driving back shadows over lowring hills : 
Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love. 
And therefore hath the wind*swift Cupid wings. 
Now is the son upon the highmost hill 
Of this day*8 journey ; and from nine to twelve 
7s three long hours, — yet she is not come. 
Had she affections, and warm youthful blood. 
She'd be as swift in motion as a ball ; 
My words would bandy her to my sweet love, 
And his to me : 

But old folks, many feign as they were dead ; 
Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurse and Peter, 
O God, she comes !— O honey nurse, what news ? 
Hast thou met with him ^ Send thy man away. 

MiTMe, Peter, stay at the gate. [Exit Peter. 
Jui. Now, good sweet nurse, — O lord ! why look'st 
thou sad i 

Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily ; 
If good, thou sham'st the music of sweet news 
By playing it to me with so sour a face. 

Jyur9e. I am aweary, give me leave awhile ; — 
Fie, how my booes ache ! What a jaunt have I had ! 

Jul. I would, thou hadst my bones, and I thy news : 
Nay,come,I pray thee, speak good, good nurse, speak* 

Nurse, Jesu, Y^iat haste ? can you not stay awhile } 
Po you not see, that I am out of breath i 

JuL How art thou out of breath, when thou hast breath 
To say to me — that thou art out of breath ? 
The excuse, that thou dost make in this delay, 
Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. 
Is thy news good, or bad i answer to that : 
Say either, and 1 11 stay the circumstance : 
Let roe be satisfied, Is't good or bad i 

Nurse, Well, you have made a simple choice ; you 
know not how to choose a man : Romeo ! no, not he ; 
though his face be better than any man's, yet his leg 
exceU all men's ; and for a hand, and a foot, and a body, 
—though they be not to be talked on, yet they are past 
compare. He is not the flower of courtesy, — but. Til 
warrant him, as gentle as a lamb. — Go thy way», 
wench ; serve God. — What, have you dined at home ^ 

JuL No, no : But all this did I know before ; * ' 

1 
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What saf s he of our marriage i what of that ^ 

JVurne. Lord, how my head akes ! what a head h&Te I ^ 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 
My back o' t'other side,— O, my back, my back !— 
Beshrew your heart, for sending me about. 
To catch my death with jaunting up and diown ! 

Jul. rfaith, I am sorry that thou art not Veil : 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my lore ^ 

JVurse, Your love says like an honest gentleman, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome. 
And, 1 warrant, a virtuous :—> Where is your mother f 

Jul. Where is my mother ^— why, she is within ^ 
Where should she be f how oddly thou reply'at ! 
Your love says like an honest gentleman,^ 
Where is tjour mother ? 

A^urse, O, God's lady dear ! 
Are jrou so hot f Marry, come up, I trow ; 
Is this the poultice for my aking bones ? 
Henceforward do your messM^es yourself. 

JuL Here's such a coil ; — Come, what says Romee f 

Mirse. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day ? 

JuL 1 have. 

Mivse, Then hie you hence to friar Laerenoe' cell*. 
There stays a husband to make you a wife : 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks. 
They'll be in scarlet straight at any news. 
Hie you to church ; I must another way, 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Must climb a bird's nest soon, when it is dark : 
I am a drudge, and toil in your delight ; 
But yoi> shall bear the burden soon at night. 
Go, I'll to dinner ; hie you to the cell. 

JuL Hie to high fortune !-»honest nurse, farewell 

lExeunti 

SCENE VL 

Friar L aurb nce'« CelL Enter F^iar L avrsvce and Bomk9; 

Fri. So smile the heavens upon this holy a£t» 
That after-hours with sorrow chide us not ! 

Rom, Amen, amea ! but come what sorrow caii^ 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight : 
Do thou hut close our hands with holy words», 
Then love-devouring death do what he 4aM^ 
It is enough I may but call her auae^ 
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FrL These violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die ; like fire and powder, 
Which, as they kiss, consume : The sweetest honey 
Is loathsome in his own deliciousness,^ 
And in the t^te confounds the appetite : 
Therefore, love moderately ; long love doth so ; 
Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow.^ 

Enter Juliet. 
Here comes the lady :— O, so light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint : 
A lover may bestride the gossomers^ 
That idle in the wanton summer air, 
And yet not fall ; so light is vanity. 

Jul. Good even to my ghostly confessor. 

Fri. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us bothv 

Jul, As much to him, else are his thanks too much. 

Rom, Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heap*d like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and let rich music's tongue 
Unfold the imagin'd happiness that both 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

Jul, Conceit, more rich in matter than in words. 
Brags of his substance, not of ornament : 
They are but beggars that can count their worth 
But my true love is grown to such excess, 
I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth. 

Fri, Come, come with me, and we will make short 
work ; 

For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone. 

Till holy church incorporate two in one. [Exeunt, 

ACT III. 

SCENE I.— J Public Place. Enter Mercutio, Bbnvolio> 
Page^ and SeroanU. 

Ben. I pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire ; 
The day is hot, 9 the Capulets abroad. 
And, if we meet, we shall pot scape a brawl ; 

[6] He that travels too fast U as long before ba comes to the end of his 
'loomeTi as he that travels slow. Precipitation produces mishap. JOHNS* 

£7] 8eeK/nf L*flr.p.88. , , 

[81 So In AMtimy and Cleopatra g " there's beggary in the love tkat 
reckoned.'^ STEEVENsT 

lo] It is obsenred that in kalv almost aU mwnM&lBm m 
dorlng the heat of sommer. JOHNSON* 
IS* VOL, VIII. 
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For now, these hot days, is the road blood •ttrring^. 

Mer. Thou art like one of those fellows, that, whea 
he enters the confines of a tavern, claps me his sword 
upon tiie table, and says, Godaend me no need qfikeei 
and, by the operation of the second cup, draws il oo the 
drawer, when, indeed, there is no need. 

Ben, Am I like such a fellow t 

Mer, Come, come, thou art as lK>t a Jack in thy mood 
as any in Italy ; and as soon moved to be moody,' aiiA 
as soon moody to be moved. 

Ben. And what to i 

Mer, Nay, an there were two such, we should hart 
none shortly, for one would kill the other. Thou ! wbf 
thou wilt quarrel with a man that hatha hair more, or a 
hair less, in his beard, than thou hast. Thou wilt quarrel 
with a man for cracking nuts, having no other reason but 
because thou hast hazel eyes ; What eye, but such an 
eye, would spy out such a quarrel i Thy head is as full 
of quarrels, as an egg is full of meat ; and yet thy head 
hath been beaten as addle as an egg, fur quarrelling. 
Thou hast quarrelled with a man for coughing in the 
street, because he hath wakened thy dog that hath Uia 
asleep in the sun. Didst thou not fall out with a tailor 
for wearing his new doublet before Easter? with 
another, for tying his new shoes with old ribband ? and 
yet thou wilt tutor me from quarrelling ! 

Ben, An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art, any 
man should buy the fee-simple of my life for an hour 
and a quarter. 

Mer, The fee-simple i O simple ! 

Enter Ttbalt, and otheru, 
Ben, By my head, here come the Capulets. 
Mer, By my heel, I care not. 

Tyb, Follow me close« for I will speak to them.— 
Oentlemen, good den : a word with one of you. 

Mer, And but one word with one of us ? Couple it 
with something ; make it a word and a blow. 

Tyb, You will find me apt enough to that, sir, if yoo 
will give me occasion. 

Mer, Could yoo not take so^e occasion without giving ? 

^b, Mercutio, thou consortest with Romeo,—- 

Mer. Consort .* what, dost thou make us minstrek ? 
an thou make minstrels of us, look to hear nothing but 
discords : here's my fiddlestick ; here's that shall 
mkeyf>» daiice. 'ZkmndSi eomort ! 



Ben. We talk here in the public bauoiof nca : 
Either withdraw IntQ 9P|Qe private plAce^ 
Or reason coldly of your grievapcea. 
Or else depart ; here all eyes gasckon us« 

ey«s were made to )Qok» and let . theft ^Me; 
I will not budsQ foK dp man'* pleasure^ I. 

Enter Romeo. 

a6.WeIl,peace be with you, sir ! herecomes my man. 
rr. But III be hanged, sir, if he wear yoor livery : . 
Marry, go before to field, he*ll be your follower ; 
YoQV worship, in that sense, may call him— roan. 

Tyb. Romeo, the hate I bear thee, can afford 
No better term than this^Thou art a villain. 

Rom. Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee- 
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage 
To such a greeting :-^Villain am I none ; 
Therefore, farewell ; I see, thou know'st me not. 

7\d. Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries 
That thon bast done me ; therefore turn, and draw. 

Rom. I do protest, I never injur'd thee ; 
But love thee better than thou canst devise, 
TtU then shah know the reason of my love : 
And so, good Capulet,>— which name I tender 
As dearly as mine own,— -be satisfied. 

Mer. O calm, dishonourable, vile submission ? 
ji la ^toccata* carries it away. [Draw. 
Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk ? 
Tyb. What would'st thou have with me ? 
Mer. Good king of cats,' nothing, but one of yonr nine 
lives ; that 1 mean to make bold withal, and, as you shall 
use me hereafter, dry-beat the rest of the eight. Will 
you pluck your sword out of his pilcher by the ears 
make haste, lest mine be about your ears ere it be out. 
Tyb. I am for you. {Drawing. 
Rom. Gentle Mercotio, put thy rapier up. 
Mer. Come, sir, your passada [TheyJigbP^ 
Rom. Draw, Benvolio $ 
Beat down liheir weapons :— Gsentlemen, for shame 
Forbear this outrage Tybalt^MercutLo — 
The prince expressly hath forbid this bandving 
In Verona streets hold, Tybalt ;-r-good Mercutio. 

[£xe. Tybalt, and his Partizan^. 

CO Stoccata— the Italian term for a thrust or stab wUh a rapier. ST££V. 

f23 Alluding to hit name. MALONE. 
33 We shoold readj»«fa^ which A cloak or tost of lUw. nei^ 

mg the scat)har4 wAK|^&TpN. 
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Mer. I am hurt 
A plague o'both the houses !— I am sped :— 
Is he gone, and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What, art thou hurt f 

Mer.Sy^ ay,a scratch, a scratch ; marry .tis enough.— 
Where is my page f— go, villain, fetch a surgeon. 

[Exit Page, 

Bom. Courage, man ; the hurt cannot be much, 

Mer, No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide as a 
church door ; but 'tis enough, 'twill serve : ask for me 
to-morrow, and you shall find me a grave man. I am 
peppered, I warrant, for this world :-* A plague o'both 
your houses ! — 'Zounds, a dog, a rat, a mouse, a cat» 
to scratch a man to death ! a braggart, a rogue, a vil- 
lain, that fights by the book of arithmetic !-«Why the 
devil came you between us M was hurt under your arm. 

Bom, I thought all for the best. 

Mer, Help me into some house, Benvolio, 
Or I shall faint. — A plague o'both your houses t 
They have made worm's meat of me : 
I have it, and soundly too Your houses ! 

[Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio. 

Bom, This gentleman, the prince's near ally, 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf ; my reputation stain'd 
With Tybalt's slander, Tybalt, that an hbur 
Hath been my kinsman O sweet Juliet* 
Thy beauty hath made me effeminate. 
And in my temper soften'd valour's steel. 

Be-enter Benvolio. 

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead ; 
That gallant spirit hath aspir'd the clouds. 
Which too untimely here did scorn the earth. 

Bom, This day's black fate on more days doth depend ; 
This but begins the woe, others must end. 

Be-enter Tybalt. 

Ben, Here comes the furious Tybalt ba^k again. 

Bom, Alive ! in triumph ! and Mercutio slam ! 
Away to heaven, respective lenity. 
And fire-ey'd fury be my conduct now ?— 
Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again. 
That late thou gav'st me ; for Mercutio's soul 
Is but a little way above our heads, 
Staying for thine to keep him company ; 
£)ther thou, or I, or both, must g|0 iiritalittiu 
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Tyb. Thoa, wretched boy, that didst consort him here^^ 
Shalt with him thence. 

J^om, This shall determine that 

[They fight ; Tybalt /aU§. 

Ben. Romeo, away, be gooe ! 
The citizens are uf , and Tybalt slain 
Stand not amaz'd the prince will doom thee death* 
If thoa art taken :— 'hence ! — be gone !— away ! 

i?om. O ! I am fortune's fool !^ 

JBen. Why dost thou stay i [Exit Romeo. 

Enter Citiztne, Istc, 
1 Cit, Which way ran he, that kill'd Mercutio f 

Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he ? 
Ben, There lies that Tybalt. 
1 Cit. Up, sir, go with me ; 

I charge thee, in the prince's name, obey. 

Enter Prince^ attended / Montaoux^ Capdlst, thehr- WreOk 
and othere. 

Prince, Where are the vile beginners of this fray } 
Ben* O noble prince, I can discover all 
The unlocky manage of this fatal brawl : 
There lies the man, slain by young Romeo, 
That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio. 

La, Ca/i. Tybalt, my cousin ! — O my brother's child V 
Unhappy sight ! ah me, the blood is spill'd 
Of my dear kinsman !— Prince, as thou art true. 
For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague^— 
O cousin, cousin ! 
Prince. Benvolio, who began this bk)ody fray f 
Ben, Tybak^-here slain, whom Romeo's hand did slajr; 
Romeo that spoke- him fair, bade him bethink 
How nice the quarrel was, « and urg'd withal 
Your high displeasure : — All this — uttered 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bowM^'— 
Could not take truce with the unruly spleen 
Of Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing steeJi at bold Mercutio's breast 
Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point. 
And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death aside, and with the other sends 
It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity ^ 

f4] l^tiii idwara mnning in the way of evil fbrtpn^, tlM ibol in tks 
ftoy. jOtiNSOFf 

(^3 How nice- >«w r . iW f,httit tnrf ii i NP f #iibAwiltW.v jfMBftftlfci 
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Retort!^ it : Romeo, he cries aloud. 

Hold, friends Ifriends^fiart ! and,«wi{terthan his toDgQe, 

His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 

And 'twixt them rushes ; underneath whose arm 

An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life 

Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled : 

Bat by and by comes back to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertained revenge. 

And to't they go like lightning ; for, ere I 

Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain ; 

And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly : 

This is the troth, or let Benvolio die. 

La. Cafi, He is a kinsman to the Montague* 
Affection makes him false,* he speaks not true : 
Some twenty of them fought in this black strife. 
And all those twenty could but kill one life : 
I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give; 
Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live. 

Prince. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio; 
Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe? 

La.Mon, Not Romeo, prince ,he was Mercutio's friend ; 
' His fault concludes but, what the law should end» 
The life of Tybalt. 

Prince. And, for that offence. 
Immediately we do exile him hence : 
I have an interest in your hates' proceeding. 
My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a bleeding ; 
But 111 amerce you with so strong a fine. 
That you shall all repent the loss of mine : 
I will be deaf to pleading and excuses ; 
Nor tears, nor prayers, snail purchase out abuses* 
llierefore use none : let Romeo hence in haste* 
Else, when he's found, that hour is bis last. 
Bear hence this body, and attend our will : 
Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. {Exeuni, 

SCENE II. 
J Room in Capulet'i JBouse. Enter Juliet. 

Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds. 
Towards Phoebus' mansion ; such a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the west, 

[6] The charge of falsehood on Benvolio* though produced it hazard* is 
v«ry Just. The author, who seems to intend the cha»aoter cf Benvolio at 




And bring in doiidy night iminediacely-.— 

?>read tliy close curtain, love-performing night ! 
hat nin-a way's eyes may wink ; and Romeo 
Leap to these arms, untalk'd of, and unseen 
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 
By their ownlieauties : or, if love be blind, 
It best agrees with night.— Come, civil night,* 
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black. 
And learn me how to lose a winning match, 
Play*d for a pair of stainless maidenhoods : 
Hood my unmann'd blood bating in my cheeks,* 
With thy black mantle ; till strange love, grown bold, 
Think true love acted, simple modesty. 
Come, night !— Come, Romeo! come, thou day in night! 
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 
Whiter than new snow on a raven's back. — 
Come, gentle night ; come, loving, black-brow'd nighti 
Give me my Romeo : and, when he shall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little stars, 
And he will make the face of heaven so fine« 
That all the world will be in love withnight« 
And pay no worship to the garish sun.i— - 
O, I have bought the mansion of a love. 
But not possess*d it ; and, though I am sold. 
Not yet enjoy'd : So tedious is this day. 
As is the night before some festival 
To an impatient child, that hath new robes. 
And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse. 

Enter J^urae^ vfith corda. 
And she brings news ; and every tongue, that speaks 
But Romeo's name« speaks heavenly eloquence.— 
Now, nurse, what news ? What hast thou there,the cords, 
That Romeo bade thee fetch ? 
JSTurae. Ay, ay, the cords. [Tbrowa them down. 
Jul, Ah me ! what news ! why dost thou wring thy 
hands f 



[8] .Civil is gmvo decently tolemn. JOHNSON. 

C9] Theft are terms of falconry. An unmanned hatuk is one diat is not 
Immi^ to endure compaagr . Eaiing (not baiting* as it has hitherto been 
printed) is fluttering with the wings as striving to fly away. ST£.£Y* 

(I] Milton had this speech in his thoughts when he wrote // Pcnserosos 
" CiTil night* 

" Tbon stiter-suited matron/' Shakspeare. 

TtU Mi iMtei room appear." MUton- 
" Pay no vonhip to the garish sun." Shfiksptare, 
''mii^mfkwaiMr^ garish tyt/' MtlmT JOHNSON 



JVtff. Ah weti-a-day ! he^sdead, he's dead« he's deadi 
We are undone, lady, we are undone 
Alack the day '—he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead ! 

Jul, Can heaven be so envious ? 

JAirae, Romeo can. 
Though heaven cannot O Romeo ? Romeo !— 
Wh<» ever would have thought it Romeo ! 

Jul. What devil art thou, chat dost torment me thus f 
This torture should be roar*d in dismal hell. 
Hath Romeo slain himself * say thou but J,* 
And that bare vowel /shall pnison more 
Than the death-darting eye of cookatrice : 
I am not I, if there be such an /,• / 
Or those eyes shut, that make thee answer, Z 
If he be slain, say—/ ; or if not, no : 
Brief sounds determine of my weaU or w^e. 

Mtrte, I saw the wound, 1 saw it with mine^fea,'^ 
Xvod save the mark ! — here on his manly ^breast : 
A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse ; 
Pale, pale as ashes, all &edaub'd-in blood. 
All in gore blood swoonded at the* sight. 

Jul. O break, tny heart !— poor bankrupt, break at 
once ! 

To prison, eyes ? ne'er look on liberty !, 
Vile earth, tb earth resign ; end motion here ; 
And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier ! 

mirae. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had ! 
O courteous Tybalt ! honest gentleman ! 
That ever I should live to see thee dead ! 

JuL What storm is this, that blows so contrary ? 
IsHomeo slanghtcrM ; and is Tybalt dead.? 
My dear-lov*d cousin, and my dearer lord 
Then, dreadfiiV trumpet, sound the "general doom ! 
For who. is living, if those' two are gone ? 

JVUrae. Tybalt Is gone, and Romeo banished ; 
Romeo, that kill'd him, he is banished. 
„Jul. OX>od.!— did-Rome hand shedTy bait's blood? 

J^urae, It did, it did ; alas the day ! it did. 

Jul. O serpent heart, hid with a flow!rlog:!iBxe ! 
Did ever dragon keep so fair.a cave ? 
Beautiful tyrant 1 fiend angelicill ! 
DoYc-feathct'd raven ? wdvish-ravening lamb ! 



til In the author'! titBe/«be afirmatiiFe verb ay,wm generally written /? 
. and by this miswia it both becontes a vowel* and anawen 'ia tae soood t5 
tyirafm which the osncelt nimt Avk tbr seeand Hae. ^ TRMBALD. 
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Despited substance of dlvinest show ! 
Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st, 
A daintied saint, an honourable villain ! — 
0, nature ! what hadst thou to do in hell. 
When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh 
Was ever book, containing such vile matter. 
So fairly bound ? O, that deceit should dwell 
In such a gorgeous palace ! 

Mirae. There's no trust. 
No faith, no honesty in men ; all perjur'd. 
All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers.— 
Ah, Where's my man ? give me some agua vide 
These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me old. 
Shame come to Romeo ! 

/u/. Blister'd be thy tongue. 
For such a wish ! he was not born to shame : 
Upon his brow shame is asham'd to sit ; 
For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd 
Sole monarch of the universal earth. 
0, what a beast was I to chide at him ! 

JVur.WWX you speak well of him that kill'd your cousin? 

Jul. Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband f 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name. 
When I, thy three-hours wife, have mangled it ?— 
But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin ? 
That villain cousin would have kill'd my husband : 
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring ; 
Your tributary drops belong to woe. 
Which vou, mistaking, offer up to joy. 
My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain ; 
And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my husband : 
All this is comfort ; Wherefore weep I then f 
Some word thei'e was, worser than Tybalt's death, 
That murder'd me : I would forget it fain ; 
But, O ! it presses to my memory. 
Like damried guilty deeds to sinners' minds : 
Tybalt is dead, and Romeo — banished ; 
ThsLt'— banished, that one word — banished. 
Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts.' Tybalt's death 
Was woe enough, if it had ended there : 
Or, — if sour woe delights in fellowship. 
And needl y will be rank'd with other griefs,— ^ 

C33 I am more affected by Romeo's banishment than I should be by tbe 
death of ten thousand sueh relations as Tybalt. RiTSONt 

14 VOL. vni. ^ 
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Why foUow'd not, when she said— Tybalt's dead. 

Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both. 

Which modern lamentation might have •mov'd 

But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death, 

Romeo is 6a7ff«Af to speak »tbat word. 

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo,. Juliet, 

All slain, all dead i^Romeo m banUhed^^ 

There is no end, no limit, measure, bound. 

In that word's death ; no words can that woe sound.— 

Where is my father, and my mother, nurse ? 

Mirae, Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse : 
Will you go to them f I will bring you thither. 

Jul, Wash they his wounds with. tears ^ mine shall he 
spent, 

When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banishment. 

Take up those cords : — Poor ropes, you are beguil'd. 

Both you and I ; for Romeo is exil'd : 

He made you for a hi|^hway to my bed ; 

But I, a maid, die maiden- widowed. 

Come, cords ; come, nurse ; I'll to my wedding bed ; 

And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead f 

JVurse. Hie to your chamber : I'll find Romeo 
To comfort you ;— .1 wot well where he is. 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night ; 
I'll to him : he is hid at Laurence' cell. 

Jul, O find him ! give this ring to my true knight, 
AndJbid him come to take his last fareweU. lExeunt 

SCENE III. 

Sriar Laurbnce'^ Cell. Enter Friar Laorenob oik/Romk*. 

FH, Romeo, come forth ; come forth,thou fearful man; 
Affliction is enamour'd of thy parts, 
And thou art wedded to calamity. 

Rom, Father, what news ^ what is the prince's doom i 
What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand. 
That I yet know not ? 

Fri, Too familiar 
Is my dear son with such sour company : 
I bring thee tidings of the prince's doom. 

Rom, What less than doomVday is the prince's doom^ 

Fri, A gentler judgment vanish'd from his lips, 
yot body's death, but body's banishment. 



£43 Shakspeare oses medern for common, or sli^t : I believe it w»s inlur 
!tj mc confojjnclcd in collociaial bngaaj^ with moderatfi JOHNSON.- 
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Rom, Ha ! banishment i be merciful, say — death : 
For exile hath more terror in his look, 
Much more than death ; do not say — banishment 

PrL Hence from Verona art thou banished : 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

ifom. There is no world without Verona walls, 
But purgatory, torture, hell itself. 
Hence-banished ifs banished from the world, 
And world's exile is death : — then banishment 
Is death rois-term'd : calling death — banishment^ 
Thou cut'st my head off with a golden axe, 
And smil'st upon the stroke that murders mc. 

FH, O deadly sin ! O rude unthankfulness ! 
Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind prince; 
Taking thy part, hath rush'd aside the law. 
And tum'd that black word death to banishment : 
This is dear mercy, and thou see'st it not. 

Rom, 'Tis torture, and not mercy : heaven is hercr^ 
Where Juliet lives ; and every cat, and dog, 
And little mouse, every unworthy thing, 
Live here in heaven, and may look on her. 
But Romeo may not. — More validity. 
More honourable state, more courtship lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand. 
And steal immortal btessing from her lips ; 
Who, even in pure and vestal modesty. 
Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin ; 
But Romeo may not ; he is banished : 
Flies may do this, when I from this must fly ; 
They are free men, but I am banished. 
And say'st thou yet, that exile is not death } 
Hast thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground knife, 
No sudden mean of death, though ne'er so mean, 
But— banished — to kill me ; banished ? 
O friar, the damned use that word in hell ; 
Howlings attend it : How hast thou the heart. 
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 
A sin-absolve r, and my friend profess'd. 
To mangle me with that word— banishment ? 

FH, Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak a word. 

Rom, O, thou wilt speak again of banishment. 

Fri, I'll give thee armour to keep off that word ; 



t5) ValidUy seems here to mean tuorth or dignity ; and courtship the state 
a courtier permitted to approach the highest presence^ JOHNSONr 
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Adversity's sweet milk, philosophy, 

To comfort thee, though thou art banished. 

Rom* Yet banished i — Hang up philosophy ! 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet, 
Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom ; 
It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more. 

Fri, O, then I see that madmen have no ears. 

Rom, How should they, when that wise men have no 
eyes ? 

Ftu Let me dispute with thee of thy estate. 

Rom, Thou canst not speak of what thou dost not feel: 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love, 
An hour but married, Tybalt murdered. 
Doting like me, and like me banished. 
Then might'st thou speak, then might'st thou tear thy hair, 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now, 
Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 

Fru Arise ; one knocks ; good Romeo, hide thyself. 

[Knocking within^ 

Rom, Not I ; unless the breath of heart- sick groany, 
Mist-like, infold me from the search of eves. [Knocking' 

Fri. Hark, how they knock !— Who^s there ?--.Ro* 
meo, arise ; 

Thou wilt be taken Stay a while stand uu ; 

[Knocking* 

Run to my study : — By and by :— God's will ! 
What wilfulness is this I come, I come. [Knocking, 
Who knocks so hard f whence come you ? what'9 yoiir 
will ? 

Mtrae, [Within,'] Let me come in, and you shall 
know my errand : 
I come from lady Juliet. 
Fri, Welcome then. 

Enter Mirse. 
Mirae, O, holy friar, O, tell me, holy friar. 
Where is my lady's lord, where's Romeo ? 
Fri, There on the ground, with his own tears made 
drunk. 

JVurse, O, he is even in my mistress' case. 
Just in her case ! 

Fri, O woful sympathy ! 
Piteous predicament ! 

JVurae, Even so lies she, 
Blubbering and weeping, weepinj; and blubbering; 
Staad upt ^tand up ; gtand* aa yoi^ be a man : 
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JFor Juliet's sake, for her sake, rise and stand ; 
Why should you fall iuto^so deep an O \ 
Rom. Nurse ! 

J^urne. Ah sir ! ah sir !— death's the end of alL 

Rom. Spak'st thou of Juliet i how is it with her i 
Doth she not think me an old murderer, 
Now I have stain'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood remov'd but little from her own ? 
Where is she i aad how doth she i and what says 
My conceal'd lady to our cancelled love ^ 

Kurae, O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and weeps ; 
And now falls on her bed, and then starts up. 
And Tybalt calls ; and then on Romeo cries,. 
And then down falls again. 

Rom. As if that name, 
Shot from the deadly level of a gun? 
Did murder her ; as that name's cursed hand 
Murder'd her kinsman.— O tell me, friar, tell me. 
In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodge i tell me, that I may sack 
The hateful mansion. [Drawing hia awordi 

Fri. Hold thy desperate hand : 
Art thou a man ? thy form cries out, thou art ; 
Thy tears are womanish ; thy wild acts denote 
The unreasonable fury of a beast : 
Unseemly woman, in a seeming roaa ^ 
Or ill-beseeming beast, in seeming both r 
Thou hast amaz'd me : by my holy order, 
I thought thy disposition better temper'd. 
Hast thou slain. Tybalt ? wilt thou slay thyself ^ 
And slay thy lady too that lives in thee» 
Bv doing damned hate upon thyself ? 
Why rail'st thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth ^- 
Since birth, and heaven, and^arth, all three do meet 
ttk thee at once, which thou at once wouldst lose. 
Fye, fye ! thou sham'st thy shape, thy love^ thy wit r 
Which, like an. usurer, abound st in all, 
And usest none in that true use indeed 
Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy wit. 
Thy noble shape is but a fornv of wax. 
Digressing from the valour of a man : 
Thy dear love, sworn, but hbllbw perjury. 
Killing that love which thou hast vow'd to cherish. :■ 
Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love, 
Mrs-shapen in the conduct of them botlu 

14* YCXL. VIII. 
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Like powder in a skill-less soldier's flask» 
Is set on fire by thine own ignorance,* 
And thou dismember *d with thine own defence.^ 
What, rouse thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive. 
For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead ; 
There art thou happy : Tybalt would kill thee* 
But thou stew'st Tybalt ; there art thou happy too ; 
The law, that threatened death, becomes thy friend. 
And turns it to exfle ; there art thou happy : 
A pack of blessings lights upon thy back ; 
Happiness courts thee in her best array ; 
But, like a mis-behav'd and sullen wench. 
Thou pout'st upon thy fortune and thy love : 
Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable. 
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed, 
Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her : 
But, look, thou stay not till the watch be set, 
For then thou canst not pass to Mantua ; 
Where thou shalt live, till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your frienda* 
Beg pardon of ^he prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thousand times more joy 
Than thou wenl'st forth in lamentation.—' 
Go before, nurse : commend me to thy lady ; 
And bid her hasten all the house to bed, 
Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto : 
Homeo is coming. 

Mirae, O Lord, I could have staid here all the night» 
To hear good counsel. O, what learning is !— 
My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come. 

Bom, Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide. 

Mtrse. Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you* sir : 
Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late. [^xi/. 

Rom, How well my comfort is revived by this \ 

Fri, Go hence : Good-night ; and here stands all 
your state ;S 
Either be gone before the watch be set. 
Or by the break of day disguis'd from hence : 
Sojourn in Mantua ; I'll find out your man, 
And he shall sig nify from time to time ^ 

[63 To understand the force of this allusion, it should be remembered that 
the ancient English soldiers, using mafcA-locks Snste/d of locks with flints* 
were obliged to c%rry a lighted match banging at their belts, very near to tHe 
wooden j!ax/fc in which they kept their powder. ^ a9|R£'^{;$JNS. 
C7] And thou torn to pieces with thine own winpom. • JICMiNSON. - 
[8] The whole of your fortcmc depends on tlus* j OHNSON. 



Every good hap to you, that chances here : 

Give me thy hand ; 'tis late : farewell ; eood-night. 

Bom, But that a joy past joy calls out on me, 
It were a grief» so brief to part with thee : 
Farewell. lExeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

A Soom in CavvlbtV Motue. Enter CapolbTi Latfy Cap- 
VLBT, and Paris. 

Ca/i. Things have fallen out, sir, so unluckily. 
That we have had no time to move our daughter : 
Look you, she lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly^ 
And so did I ; — Well, we were born to die. — 
'Tis very late, she'll not come down to-night : 
I promise you, but for your company, 
I would have been a-bed an hour ago. 

jPar. These times of woe afibrd no time to woo :— i 
Madam, good-night : commend me to your daughter. 

La.Cafi. I will, and know her mind early to-morrow ]^ 
To-night she's mew'd up to her heaviness. 

Cafi. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender 
Of my child's love.* I think, she will be rul'd 
In all respects by me ; nay more, I doubt it not. 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed ; 
Acquaint her here with my son Paris' love ; 
And bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday next^ 
But, soft ; what day is this f 

Par. Monday, my lord. 

Cafi. Monday ? ha ! ha ! W^l, Wednesday is too so<h), 
O' Thursday let it be ; — o* Thursday, tell her. 
She shall be married to this noble earl : — 
Will you be ready t do you like this haste f 
We'll keep no great ado a friend, or two 
For hark you, Tybalt being slain so late. 
It may be thought we held him carelessly. 
Being our kinsman, if we revel much : 
Therefore we'll have some half a dozen friends, 
And there an end. But what say you to Thursday f 
Par. My lord, I would that Thursday were to-morrow» 
Cafi. WclU get you gone O' Thursday be it then 
Go you te Juliet ere you go to bed. 
Prepare her, wife, against this wedding day. — 
Farewell, my lord.— »^ight to my chamber, ho ! 

D;} DespenU0 means only bold, adventurous ; as it' he had said in the vulgar 
^A«e« «• 1 will speak a bold word, and venture to promise you my d«i"a>v.. 
ter." JOHNSON. 
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Afore me, it it so Tery late» that we 

May call it early by and by Good-night. [Exeuf 

SCENE V. 
JvLiBT'f Chamber, Enter Romeo and Julxbt. 

JuL Wilt thou be gone t it is not yet near day : 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear ; 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree i 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 

Rom, It was the lark, the herald of the mom. 
No nightingale : look, love, what envious streaks 
Do lace Uie severing clouds in yonder east ; 
Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops: 
I must be gone and live, or stay and die. 

Jul. Yon light is not day-light, I know it, I : 
It is some meteor that the sun exhales. 
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua : 
Therefore stay yet, thou need'st not to be gone. 

Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death ; 
I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 
I'll say, yon grey is not the morning's eye, 
'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow ;* 
Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat 
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads. 
I have more care to stay, than will to go 
Come, death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it sa-— 
How is't, my soul^ let's talk, it is not day. 

Jul. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away ; 
It is the lark that sings so out of tune. 
Straining harsh discords, and unpleasing sharps. 
Some say, the lark makes sweet division ; 
This doth not so, for she divideth us. 
Some say, the lark and loathed toad change eyes ; 
O, now I would they had chang'd voices too \^ 
Since arm from arm that voice doth us affray, 

CO The appearance of a clond opposed to the moon. JOHNSON. 
£a] Care was frequently Qsed kn Shakspeare's age for inclination M- 
[33 The toad hsTing very fine eyes, and tlmJark very ugly on^Sj was 
occasion of a common saying among the people, that the toad and lark i 
changed eves. To this the speaker alludes. WARBURTON. 
This trantion of the tondand lack I have heard expressed in a rostic rhyt 
T o heaven I'd fly, ^ 
Fat that the toad beguil'd me of mine eye/' JOHNSON 
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Hontiog thee hence with hunts-up to the day.^ 
0, now be gone ; more light and light it grows. 
Rom, More light and light ?— more dark and dark 
our woes. 

£nter Mine, 

Nurse, Madam ! 
Jul, Nurse ^ 

Surae, Your lady mother's coming to your chambey : 
The day is broke, be wary, look about. [jSxzV, 

Jul, Then, window, let day in, and let life out. 

Rom, Farewell, farewell one kiss, and I'll descend. 

[Romeo descends, 

Jul, Art thou gone so ^ my love ! my lord ! my friend ! 
I must hear from thee every day i' the hour, 
For in a minute there are many days : 
0! by this count I shall be much in years, 
Ere I again behold my Romeo. 

Rom, Farewell ! I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 

Jul* O, think'st thou, we shall ever meet again ? 

Rom. I doubt it not : and all these woes shall serve 
For sweet discourses in our time to come. 

Jul, O God ! I have an ill-divining soul :^ 
Methinks, I see thee, now thou art below, 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb : 
Either my eyesight fails, or thou look'st pale. 

Rom, And trust me, love, in my eye so do you : 
Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu ! adieu ! [Exit, 

Jul, O fortune, fortune ! all men call thee fickle : 
If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him 
That is renown'd for faith ? Be fickle, fortune ; 
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long, 
But send him back. 

La, Cafi: [Within,'] Ho, daughter \ are you up ? 

JuL Who is't that calls i Is it my lady mother ? 
h she not down so late, or up so early ? 
What unaccustom*d cause procures her hither ? 

Enter Lady CAPUtET. 
^a, Ca/i. Why, how now, Juliet? 
Jul. Madam, I am not well. 

V ' C43 Thft hmtft-up was the name of the tune anciently played to wake the 
■Ktera, and collrct them tofether. STEEVENS. 
.CSJ This miserable prescience of fotority I have always regarded as a 
circamstance particalarly beautiful. The same kind of warning from the 
iBiiid Romeo seeos to have bcea conscious of. o& his niog C9 uaiitii*' 
ntntaithelwaacofClspvIei; BTESVEN^ 
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La, Cap, Evermore wccpiiig for your cousin's death? 
What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with tears? 
An if thou could'st, thou could'st not make him live ; 
Therefore, have done : Some grief shows much of love; 
But much of grief shows still some want of wit. 

Jul, Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss. 

La, Cafi, So shall you feel the loss, but not the friend 
Which you weep for. 

Jul, Feeling so the loss, 
I cannot choose but ever weep the friend. 

La, Cap, Well, girl, thou weep'st not so much for his 
death. 

As that the villain lives which slaughtered him. 

Jul, What villain, madam ? 

La. Cap,, That same villain, Romeo; 

Jul, Villain and he are many miles asunder.— 
God pardon him ! I do, with all my heart : 
And yet, no man, like he, doth grieve my heart. 

La, Cap, That is, because the traitor murderer lives. 
, Jul, Ay, madam, from the reach of these my hands : 
'Would, none but I might venge my cousin's death ! 

La, Cap. We will have vengeance for it, fear thou not : 
Then weep no more. I'll send to one in Mantaa,~ 
Where that same banish'd runagate doth live,—- 
That shall bestow on him so sure a draught, 
That he shall sooh keep Tybalt company : 
And then, I hope, thou wilt be satisned. 

Jul, Indeed, I never shall be satisfied 
With Romeo, till I behold him — dead- 
Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex'd 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a poison, I would temper it ; 
That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof, 
Soon sleep in quiet.— O, how my heart abhors 
To hear him nam'd,— and cannot come to him,— 
To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt 
Upon his body that hath slaughter'd him ! 

La. Cap, Find thou the means, and I'll find such a man. 
But now ril tell thee Joyful tidings, girl. 

Jul, And joy comes well in such a needful time : 
What are they, I beseech your ladyship ? 

La, Cap, Well, well, thou hast a careful fatheFyChild^ 
One, who, to put thee from thy heavinesB, 
Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy, 
•That thou expect'st not, nor I look'd not for. 
Jul. Madam, in happy titnct what day Is that f . 
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La. Cafi. Marry, my child, early next ThurBday niotn> 
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman. 
The county Paris,* at Saint Peter's church. 
Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride. 

JuL jfow, by Saint Peter's church, and Peter too^ 
He shall not make me there a joyful bride. 
I wonder at this haste ; that I must wed 
Ere he, that should be husband, comes to woo. 
I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam, 
I will not marry yet ; and when I do, I swear. 
It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate. 
Rather than Paris These are news indeed ! 

La. Cafi, Here comes your father ; tell him so yourself. 
And see how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and Mine. 
Cafi. When the sun sets, the air doth drizzle dSw ; 
But for the sunset of my brother's son. 
It rains downright.—* 

How now ^ a conduit, girl } what, still in team ? 
Svermore showering i In one little body 
Thoo counterfeit* St a bark, a sea, a wind : 
For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea. 
Do ebb and fiow with tears ; the bark thy body is, ^ 
Sailing in this aalt flood i the winds, thy sighs ; 
Who,— raging with thy tears, and they with them,— • 
Without a sudden calm, will overset 
Thy tempest-tossed body.— How now, wife ! 
Have you deliver'd to her our decree i 
La, Cafi. Ay, sir ; but she will none, she gives you 
thanks* 

I would, the fool were married to her grave t 

Cafi. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, wife. 
How ! wiU she none ? doth she not give us thanks i 
Is she not proud f Doth she not count her bless'd. 
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 

Jul. Not proud, you have ; but thankful^ that you have t - ' 
Proud can I never be of what I hate ; 



[6] It is remsrkedy that " Paris, thongh in one place called Earl, is most 
** commonly styled the CtmtU in this play. Shakspeare seems to have pra» 
" femd* for some reason or other, the Italian Comte to our Ctntnt : perhaps 
" he took it from the old English novel, from which he is said to have taken 
*< his plot." He certainly did so : Paris is there first styled a yonng Earle* 
andaAerwaitb C9tm$t> Comtek County ; according to Che Unsettled or- 
thogra]ihy of the time. FA&MEB. 
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Bot tliaiiklal even for bate, that is meant love. 

Cap' How now ! how now, chop-logic ! What is this ? 
Proud, — and, I thank you,— and, I thank you not ; — 
And yet not proud Mistress minion, you. 
Thank me no than Icings, nor proud me no prouds. 
But settle your fine joints 'gainst Thursday next. 
To go with Paris to Saint Peter's church, 
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
Out, you green-sickness carrion ! Out, yon baggage ! 
You tallow-face ?^ 

Xfl. Cap,, Fye, fye ! what, are you mad ? 

JuU Good neither, 1 beseech you on my knees. 
Hear me with patience but to speak a word. 

Cap,' Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient wretch ! 
I tell thee what,— get thee to church o'Thursday, 
Or never after look me in the face : 
Speak not, reply not, do not answer me ; 
My fingers itch.— Wife, we scarce thought as blesft'd, 
That God had sent us but this only chila ; 
But now I see this one is one too much. 
And that we have a curse in having her : 
Out on her, hilding ! 

Kur%e, God in heaven bless her ! — 
You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so. 

Cap. And why, my lady wisdom ? hold your tongue, 
Good prudence ; smatter with your gossips, go. 

J^urae. I speak no treason. 

Cap, O, God ye good den ! 

Mirse, May not one speak ? 

Cap, Peace, you mumbling fool ! 
Utter your gravity o'er a gossip's bowl. 
For here we need it not. 

La. Cap, You are too hot. 

Cap. God's bread ! it makes me mad : Day, night, 
late, early. 
At home, abroad, alone, in company. 
Waking, or sleeping, still my care nalh been 
To have her match'd : and having now provided 
A gentleman of princely parentage. 
Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train'd, 
Stuff'd ( as they say) with hononrable parts, 

[7] Sach WAS the indelicacy of the age of Shakspeare, that antbora were 
not contented only to employ these, terms oF abuse in their own origiml per- 
formincrsy bat even feic no relactance to introdaee them in their versloos of 
the most chaste and elegant of the Greek or Roman poets. Stanyharst* the 
translator of Virgil In 1582, makes Dido call Aneas-^Hed^e-bratj COlUoo^ 
WaA tar-brcech, in the course of one speech. STEE VENS. 
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Prm>ortioii'd as cne't heart coald wish a man,— 

And then to have a wretched paling fool, 

A whining mammet, in her fortune^s tender. 

To answer—/*// not wed, — / cannot love, 

lam too young, — I firay you, pardon me ; — 

But, an you will not wed, I'll pardon you : 

Graze where you will, you shall not house with me ; 

Look to't, think on't, I do not use to jest 

Thursday is near ; lay hand on heart, advise : 

An you be mine, 1*11 give you to my friend ; 

An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i'the streets. 

For, by my soul, I'll ne*er acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine shall never do thee good : 

Trust to't, bethink you. Til not be forsworn. [Exit. 

Jul, Is there no jHty sitting in the clouds, 
That sees into the bottom of my grief ? 
O, sweet my mother, cast me not away ! 
Delay this marriage for a month, a week ; 
Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where Tybalt lies. 

La. Cafi. Talk not to me, for 1*11 not speak a word ; 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. [Exit. 

JuL O God • — O nurse ! how shall this be prevented ? 
My husband is on earth, ray faith in heaven ; 
How shall that faith return again to earth. 
Unless that husband send it me from heaven 
By leaving earth .^—comfort me, counsel me. — 
Alack, alack, that heaven should practise stratagems 
Upon so soft a subject as myself !— 
What say'st thou ^ hast thou not a word of joy ? 
Some comfort, nurse. 

Kur%e, 'Faith, here 'tis : Romeo 
Is banished ; and all the world to nothing. 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you ^ 
Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth. 
Then, since the case so stands as now it doth, 
I think it best you married with the county.' 
O, he's a lovely gentleman ! 
Romeo's a dishclout to him ; an eagle, madam, 
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye. 
As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart. 



[8] The character the Narte exhibits a just picture of tliose whose ac 
tioas h4ve no principles for their foondatioa. Site has been unfaith^l to the 
trosc reposed in her by Gapolet. and is re^y to embrace any exprdient that 
e9en, to avert the consequences pf her first infidelity. ST££V£NS. 
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I think you ave happy in this second match. 
For it excels your nrst : or if it did not. 
Your first is dead ; or 'twere as good he w«re» 
As living here and you no use of him. 

Jul. Speakest thou from thy heart ? 

Mirse. From my soul too ; 
Or else beshrew them both. 

Jul. Amen ! 

Mirae, To what ? 

Jul, Well, thou hast comforted me marvellous much. 
-Go in ; and tell my lady I am gone. 
Having displeas'd my father, to Laurence' celjL, 
To make confession, and to be absolv'd. 

Mine. Marry, I will ; and this is wisely done. lExU. 

Jul. Ancient damnation ! O most wicked fiend ! 
Is it more sin — to wish me thus forsworn. 
Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue 
Which she hath prais'd him with above compare 
So many thousand times ? — Go, counsellor ; 
Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twain^—- 
ril to the friar, to k.noMr his remedy ; 
If all else fail, myself have power to die. [^Exit. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— i^iV/r Laurence'^ Enter FHot'Lkvmvqil 
and Paris. 

Friar. On Thursday, sir ? the time is very short. 

Par. My father Capulet will have it so ; 
And I am nothing slow, to slack his haste. 

Fri. You say, you do not know the lady's mind ; 
Uneven is the course, I like it not. 

Far. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's deaths 
And therefore have I little talk'd of love ; 
For Venus smiles not in a house of tears. 
Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous, 
That she doth give her sorrow so much sway ; 
And, in his wisdom, hastes our marriage. 
To st(^ the inundation of her tears ; 
Which, too much minded b^ herself alone, 
May be put from her by society : 
Now do you know the reason of this haste. 

i?'n'. i would I knew not why it should be dowM. [AmL 
'^Looki sir., here comes the lady towards my cell. 

I 
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Enter Juliet. 
Par, Happily met, my lady, and my wife ! 
JuL That may be, sir, when I may be a wife. 
Par. That may be, must be, love, on Thursday next. 
JuL What must be shall be. 
Fri, That's a cett&in text. 

Par. Come you to make confession to this father ? 

JuL To answer that, were to confess to you. 

Par. Do not deny to him, that you love me. 

JuL I will confess to you, that I love him. 

Par. So will you, I am sure, that you love me. 

JuL If I do so, it will be of more price. 
Being spoke behind your back, than to your face. 

Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abus'd with tears. 

JuL The tears have got small victory by that ; 
For it was bad enough, before their spite. 

Par, Thou wrong'st it, more than tears, with that 
report. 

JuL That is no slander, sir, that is a truth ; 
And what I spake, I spake it to my face. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast slanderM it. 

JuL It may be so, for it is not mine own.— 
Are you at leisure, holy father, now ; 
Or shall I come to you at evening mass ?^ 

Fri, My leisure serves me, pensive daughter, now : — 
My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

Par, God shield, I should disturb devotion ! — 
Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse you : 
Till then, adieu ! and keep this holy kiss. • [Exit. 

JuL O, shut the door ! and when thou hast done so. 
Come weep with me ; past hope, past cure, past help ^ 

Fri. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief ; 
It strains me past the compass of my wits : 
I hear thou must, and nothing must prorogue it. 
On Thursday next be married to this county. 

JuL Tell me not, friar, that thou hear'st of this. 
Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it : 
If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help, 
Do thou but call my resolution wise. 
And with this knife 111 help it presently. 
God join'd my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands ; 
And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal'd, 
Shall be the label to another deed,' 



C9I Joliet means vesper u There is no such thing at evening mass. "Mastu, 
jurt only sang in the morning* and ^Krheo the priests ve fnuag/* SlT80m 
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Or my true heart with treacheroos revolt 

?urD to another, this shall slay them both, 
herefore, out of thy long-experienc'd time* 
Give me some present counsel ; or, behold, 
'Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the umpire ; arbitrating that 
Which the commission of thy years and art* 
Could to no issue of true honour bring. 
Be not so long to speak ; I long to die. 
If what thou speak'st speak not of remedy. 

/Vi. Hold, daughter ; I do spy a kind of hope^ 
Which craves as desperate an execution 
As that is desperate which we would prevent. 
If, rather than to marry county Paris, 
Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself ; 
Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide aw^y this shame. 
That cop'st with death himself to scape from it ; 
And, if thou dar'st, I'll give thee remedy, 

JuL O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower ; 
Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are ; chain me with roaring bears ; 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 
O'er-cover'd auite with dead men's rattling bones, 
With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless skulls ; 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave. 
And hide me with a dead man in his shroud ; 
Things that, to hear them told, have made me tremble ; 
And I will do it without fear or doubt. 
To live an unstain'd wife to my sweet love. 

Fri, Hold, then ; go home, be merry, give consent 
To marry Paris : Wednesday is to-morrow ; 
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone. 
Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber : 
Take thou this phial, being then in. bed. 
And this distilled liquor drink thou off : 
When, presently, through all thy veins shall run 
A cold and drowsy humour, which shall seize 



CI ] The seals ttf derids in oor author's time were not impressed on the 
parchment itself on which the deed was written^ hot were appended on dis< 
tinct slips or labels affixed to the deed. Hence in K. Richard II. the dnke 
of York discovers a covenant which his son Aumerle had entered into hj 
the depending seal : 

«* What seal is that which hangs without thy bosom ?*' MALONE. 

([3] Cmmistion is for authority or power. JOHNSON. 
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Each vital spirit ; for no pulse shall keep 

His Datural progress, bat sarcease to beat : 

No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou liv'st ; 

The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 

To paly ashes ; thy eyes' windows fall, 

Like death, when he shuts up the day of life ; 

Each part, depriv'd of supple government. 

Shall stifif, and stark, and cold, appear like death : 

And in this borrowed likeness of shrunk death 

Thou shalt remain full two and forty hours. 

And then awake as from a pleasant sleep. 

Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes 

To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead : 

Then (as the manner of our country is,) 

In thy best robes uncovered on the bier. 

Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault. 

Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie. 

In the mean time, against thou shalt awake, 

Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift ; 

And hither shall he come ; and he and 1 

Will watch thy waking, and that very night 

Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 

And this shall free thee from this present shame ; 

If no unconstant toy,* nor womanish fear. 

Abate thy valour in the acting it. 

Jul. Give me, O give me ! tell me not of fear. 

Fri. Hold ; get you gone, be strong and prosperous 
In this resolve : 1*11 send a friar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. 

JuL Love, give me strength ! and strength shall 
help afford. 

Farewell, dear father ! ' [Exeunt, 
SCENE II. 

AMootn in CapuletV Mouse. Enter Capulet, Lady Capu- 
LET, Nurse, and Servants. 
Cafi. So many guests invite as here are writ.— 

{Exit Servant, 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. * 

2 Serv. You shall have none ill, sir ; for I'll try if 
they can lick their finger s. 

[4] If no fickle freak, no light caprice, no change of fancy » hinder the pcr- 
fennonce. JOHNSON. ^ ^ s j 

l\\ T-aenty cooks for haif a dozen gueits ! Either Capulet has altered hi* 
mind o*" author forgot what he had just made him tell os. P* 

15* VOL. VIII. 
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tHafi. How canst thou tiy them so ? 

2 Serv. Marry, sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot lick bis 
own fingers ; therefore he, that cannot lick his fingers, 
goes not with me. 

Ca/i. Go, begone. — ^Exit Servant. 

We shall be much unfurnish'd for this time. — 
What, is my daughter gone to friar Lawrence } 

Mtrae. Ay, forsooth. 

Cafi. Well, he may chance to do some good on her : 
A peevibh self-will'd harlotry it is. 

Enter Juliet. 

Mir, Set where she comes from shrift with merry look. 

Cafi. H^w now, my head-strong i where have you 
been gadding f 

Jul. Where I have learn'd me to repent the sin 
Of disobedient opposition 
To you, and your behests ; and am enjoin'd 
By holy Laurence to fall prostrate here. 
And beg your pardon :•— Pardon, I beseech you f 
Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you. 

Cafi. Send for the county ; go tell him of this ; 
I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

Jul. 1 met the youthful lord at Laurence* cell ; 
And gave him what becomed love I might, 
Kot stepping o'er the bounds of modesty. 

Cafi. Why, I am glad on't ; this is well, — stand up : 
This is as't should be.^Let me see the county ; 
Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither.— 
Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar. 
All our whole city is much bound to him. 

Jul. Nurse, will you go with me into my closet, 
To help me sort such needful ornaments 
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow f 

La. Cafi. No. not till Thursday ; there is time enough. 

Cafi. Go, nurse, go with her we'll to church to- 
morrow. [Exeunt Ju l i E t and J^urse. 

La. Cafi. We shall be short in our provision ;^ 
'Tis now near night. 

Cafi. Tush ! I will stir about, 
And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, wife : 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck her up ;. 
ru not to bed to-night let me alone ; 
111 play the housewife for this once.— What, ho 



C3] Wc sbaU be O^ve. JOHNSON. 



ftOMM AMD- firUET. 



6r 



They are all forth WeU, I wiH walk myself 

To coaoty Paris, to prepare him ep 

Against to*sorrow : my heart is wondrcxis light. 

Since this same wayward girl Is so reclaim 'd. [Extant, 

SCENE in. 

JuLZB t'< Chamber, Enter Julist and Kurte, 

Jul. Ay, those attires are best Bat, gentle nurse, 
I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night ; 
For I have need of many orisons 
To move the heavens to smile upon my state. 
Which, well thou know'st, is cross and full of sin. 
Enter Lady Capulet. 

La, Cap. What, are you busy ? do you need my help ^ 

Jul. No, madam ; we have cuird such necessaries 
As arc behoveful for our state to-morrow : 
So please you, let me now be left alone. 
And let the nurse this night sit up with you ; 
For, I am sure, you have your hands full all. 
In this so sadden business. 

La. Caft. Good night ! 
Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast need. 

[Exeunt Lady Cap. and Mir^ir 

JuLFureweW !— God knows,when we shall meetagaij. 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 
That almost freezes up the heat of life : 
I'll call them back again to comfort me ; — 
Kurse ! — What should she do here f 
My dismal scene I needs must act alone.-— 
Come, phial. — 

What if this mixture do not work at all ? 
Mast I of force be married to the county ?— 
^o»-o6 this shall forbid it : — Lie thou there.-— 

[Laying do%un a dagger. 
What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtler hath minister'd to have me dead ; 
Lest m this marriage he should be dishonour'd. 
Because he married me before to Romeo f 
I fear, it is : and yet, methinks« it should not, 
For he hath still been tried a holy man : 
I will not entertain so bad a thought. — 
How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Romeo 
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Come to redtem me ? there's a fearful poittt f 

Shall I not then be stifled in the vaulti 

To whose fool month no healthsome air breathes in. 

And there die strangled ere my Romeo cones i 

Or, if I live, is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Together with the terror of the place, — 

As m a vault, an aneient receptacle,^ 

Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 

Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd ; 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth. 

Lies fest'ring in his shroad ; where, as they say, 

At some hours in the night spirits resort . 

Alack, alack ! is it not like, that 

So earljr waking,^what with loathsome smeUs ; 

And shrieks, like mandrakes torn out of the earth. 

That living mortals, hearing them, run mad ;— 

O ! if I wake, shall I not be distraught,* 

Environed with all these hideous fears ? 

And madly play with my forefathers' joints ? 

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud f 

And, in this rage, with some gixat kinsman's bone. 

As with a club, dash out my desperate brains ? 

O, look ! methinks, I see my cousin's ghost 

Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body 

Upon a rapier's point : — Stay, Tybalt, stay .'— . 

Romeo, I come ! this do I drink to thee. 

[She throwa heraelf on the bed, 

SCENE IV. 

CapdlbtV Hall. Enter Lady Capulet and IJurie* 

La. Cafi. Hold, take these keys, and fetch more 

spices, nurse. 
Mirse. They call for dates and quinces in the pastiy. 

Enter Capulet. 
Ca^.Come,stir, stir, stir ! the second cock hath crowM, 



[4] This idea was proMblf nig^ested to oor poet by his native place, tbe 
clurnel at Stratford-opon-Avoo ia a very larse one, and perhaps contain ft 
greater namber of bones than are to be found in any other repository of the 
same kind in England, f was fnmislied with this observation by Mr. Mnrpby» 
whose very elegant a .d spirited drftnce of Slsakipeare against the criticmne 
of Voltaire, is nor one of the least considerable oar of many favoon whidi 
he has conferred on the literary world. STEE VENS. 

[5! This speech is confased, and inconseoncntiaU aceordinr to- the diaordef 
of Juliet's mind. }OHNSON. [6] Distracted. STEEYENS. 
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The carfeu bell hath rungj 'tis three o'clock : — 
Look to the bak'd meats, good Angelica : 
Spare not for cost. 

Mirae. Go, go, you cot-quean, 
Get you to bed ; 'faith, you'll be sick to-morrow 
For this night's watching. 

Cafi. No, not a whit ; What ! I have watch'd ere now 
All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been sick. 

Z.a.Ca^. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt in your time,* 
But I will watch you from such watching now. 

T Exeunt Lady Capulet and Merae, 

Cafi. A jealous-nood, a jealous-hood \ — Now, fellow, 
What's there ? 

£nter Servants, with sfiita, log's, and baskets. 

1 Serv. Things for the cook, sir ; but I know not what. 
Cafi, Make haste, make haste. lEx. 1 Serv.} Sirrah, 

fetch drier logs ; 
Peter, he will show thee where they are. 

2 Serv. I have a head, sir, that will find out logs. 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. lExit. 

Cafi. 'Mass, and well said ; a merry whoreson ! ha, 
Thou shalt be logger-head. — Good faith, 'tis day : 
The county will be here with music straight, 

[Music within. 
For so he said he would. I hear him near : — 
Nurse ! — Wife ! — what, ho I— what, nurse, I say ! 

Enter Mirse. 
Go, waken Juliet, go, and trim her up ; 
ril go and chat with Paris : — Hie, make haste. 
Make haste ! the bridegroom he is come already : 
Make haste, I say ! [Exeunt. 



[7] The curfeu bell is universally rang at eight or mne o'clock at night ; 
lenendly according to the season. The term is lit re used with peculiar im- 
propriety* as it is not believed that any bell was ever rong so early as three 
m tte rooming. The deriv.it ion of curfeu is well known, bat it is a mere vol. 
gar error that the institotion was a badge of slavery imposed by the Nor- 
man conqacror To fiut tmt tht firt became necessary only because it was 
time to go to bed : And if the curfeu commanded ail fires to be extingaished« 
die moniing bell ordered them to be lighted again. In short, the ringing 
of those two bells was a manifest and essential service to people who had 
scarcely any other means of mcasariog their time* RlTSON. 

[81 In Norfolk, and m^ny other parts of England, the cant term for 9 
weasle is^a meusn-hunt. The intrignes of this animal, like those oC the cat 
kind, are nsnally carried on daring rhe night. This circamstance will ac* 
caoMfbr the appellatimi which Lady Capulet allows Inr hullMul to bare 
iW/jrdewrved. ST£EV£NS. 
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SCENE V. 

Julibt'* Chamber ; Juliet on the Bed, Enter Nurte, 

Mirse, Mistress ! — what, mistress !— Juliet !— fast^ i 

warrant her, she 
Why, lamb ! — why, lady !— fyc, you slug-a-bed !— 
Why, love, I say !— madam ! sweet-heart !— why» 

bride \ — 

What, not a word ? — you take your pennyworths now ; 

Sleep for a week ; for the next night, I warranty 

The county Paris hath set up his rest. 

That you shall rest but little. — God forgive me* 

(Marry, and amen !) how sound is she asleep ! 

I need%must wake her Madam, madam, madam ! 

Ay, let the county take you in your bed ; 

Hell fright you up, i'faith.— Will it not be ? 

What, drest ! and in your clothes ! and down again ! 

I must needs wake you : Lady ! lady ! lady ! 

Alas ! alas ! — Help ! help ! my lady's dead !— 

O, well-a-day, that ever I was born !— 

Some aqua-vitx, ho ! — my lord my lady ! 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La, Cafi, What noise is here ? 

JVur»e. O lamentable day ! 

La. Cafi, What is the matter ? 

JVurae. Look, look ! O heavy day ! 

La. Ca/i, O me, O me !— my child, my only life, 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee !— 
Help, help ! — call help. 

Enter Capulet. 
Ca/t. For shame, bring Juliet forth ; her lord is come. 
J\rur. She's dead, deceased, she*s dead ; alack the day ! 
La, Cap,. Alack the day ! she's dead, she's dead, 
she's dead. 

Cap* Ha ! let me see her :-^Out, alas ! she's cold ; 
Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff ; 
Life and these lips have long been separated : 
Death lies on her, like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field. 
Accursed time ! unfortunate old man ! 

JV«r«e. O lamentable day ! 

La. Cap. O woful time 

Cup, Deathithat hath ta'en her hence to make me wtll» 
Ties up my tongue» and will not let me 9peftkr 
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Eater Friar Laurbitge and Paris, v)ith Musiciam, 

Fri, Come, is the bride ready to go to church ? 

Ca/i. Ready to go, but never to return : 
O BOD, the night before thy wedding-day 
Hath death lain with thy bride.— See, there she lies, 
Flower as she was, deflowered by him. 
Death is my son-in-law, death is my heir ; 
My daughter he hath wedded ! I will die. 
And leave him all ; life leaving, all is death's. 

Far. Have I thought long to see this moming^s face. 
And doth it give me such a sight as this ^ 

La. Cafi. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hateful day ! 
Most miserable hour, that e'er time saw 
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage ! • 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving child. 
But one thing to rejoice and solace in. 
And cruel death hath catch'd it from my sight. 

Mirae. O woe ! O woful, woful, woful day ! 
Most lamentable day ! most woful day. 
That ever, ever, I did yet behold ! 
day ! O day ! O day ! O hateful day ! 
Never was seen so black a day as this : 
woful day ! O woful day ! 

Par, Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, spited, slain I 
Most detestable death, by thee beguilM, 
By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown ! — 
love I O life .'—not life, but love in death ! 

Cafi. Despis'd, distressed, hated, martyr'd, kill'd ! 
Uncomfortable time ! why cam'st thou now 
To murder murder our solemnity ^ — 
child ! O child ! — my soul, and not my child !— . 
Dead art thou, dead !— alack ! my child is dead ; 
And, with my child, mv joys are buried ! 

FrL Peace, ho, for shame ! confusion's cure lives not 
la these confusions. Heaven and yourself 
Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven hath all. 
And all the better is it for the maid : 
Your part in her you could not keep from death ; 
But heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 
The most you sought was — her promotion ; 
For 'twas your heaven, she should be advanc'd : 
And weep ye now, seeing she is advanc'd. 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself f 
0, in thift love, you love your child so ill. 
That you l^in mad, seeing that she is well : 



72 BOMEO AND JULIBT. A€t IV, 



She's not married, that lives married long ; 
^ut she's best married, that dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary 
On this fair corse ; and, as the custom 
In all her best array bear her to church : 
For though fond nature bids us^all lament. 
Yet nature*s tears are reason's merriment. 

Cap, All things, that we ordained festival. 
Turn from their office to black funeral : 
Our instruments, to melancholy bells ; 
Our wedding cheer, to a sad burial feast ;^ 
Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change ; . 
Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse. 
And ay things change them to the contrary. 

Fru Sir, go you in,— and, madam, go with him ;— 
And go, sir Paris every one prepare 
To follow this fair corse unto her grave : 
The heavens do low'r upon you, for some ill ; 
Move them no more, by crossing their high will. 

J'^Exe, Capulkt, Lady Cap. Paris, and Friar. 
U8. 'Faith, we may put up our pipes, and be gone. 
JVurae, Honest good fellows, ah, put up, put op ; 
For, well you know, this is a pitiful case. [JSjrtV. 

1 Mus. Ay, by my troth, the case may be amended. 

Enter Fetkr. 
Pet, Musicians, O, musicians. Hearths ease^ hearths 
ease ; O, an you will have me live, play— Arar^'« ease, 
X Mua. Why hearl^a ease ? 

Pet. O, musicians, because my heart Itself plays,— 
My heart is full vf we: O, play me some merry 
dump,< to comfort roe. 

2 Mit9» Not a dump we ; 'tis no time to play now. 
Pet, You will not then f 

Mu^, No. 

Pet. I will then give it yoo soundly. 
1 Mua, What will you give us f 
Pet, No money, on my faith ; but the gleek :* I will 
give you the minstrel. 



f9l See Hamltt, p. 1 5> 
13 Dumps w«re neavy moamfbl tmet ; pOMibly Indeed any stH off inovf> 
ments wcfse once to caUed, a* we tometimet Bieec with a mtny imrnp. 
Hence doleful dumps, deep torrow. or grievous afllctioii, at in the acxt pagr> 
Mid in the less ancient baHad of Chevy Chace. It U stiH said of aMOOn in- 
comreonty sad, th^t he is in the dtmps. EfTSON. 
, [3] The use of this cant term is no wlwre expl^bicd ; and ill ill prahabil- 
ity cannot at this distance of time, be recovered. To gUik hftWevar slgaiSed 
to put a joke or trick upon a person, perhaps to jea accordlBt » tfcr coarse 
huro^jrofOutage* ^ITSON. 
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1 Mus. Then will I give you the serving-ereature. 

Pet, Then will I lay the serving-creature's dagger 
on your pate. I will carry no crotchets. Til re you, I'll 
Ja you ; Do you note me } 

1 Mua, An you re us, andyb us, you note us. 

2 Mti8, Pray you, put up your dagger, and put out 
your wit. 

Pet. Then have at you with my wit : I will dry-beat 
you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger 
Answer me like men : 

When griping grief the heart doih toound, 

And doleful autnfia the mind ofifireaa^ 
Then music^ with her silver sound ; 
Why, silver sound ? why, music ivith her silver sound? 
What say you, Simon Catling f 

1 Mus, Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet sound. 
Pet, Pretty ! — What say you, Hugh Rebeck ?^ 

2 Mus, I say — silver sounds because musicians sound 
for silver. 

Pet. Pretty too !— -What say you, James Sound-post ? 

3 Mus, 'Faith, I know not what to say. 

Pet, O, I cry you mercy ! you are tlie singer : I will 
say for you. It is— mu«f c with her silver sounds be- 
cause such fellows as you have seldom gold for sounding: 
Then music with her silver sound. 
With s'fieedy help, doth lend redress. 

[Exit y singing, 

1 Mu^, What a pestilent knave is this same f 

2 Mus. Hang him. Jack ! Come, we'll in here ; tarry 
for the mourners, and stay dinner. lExeunt. 



ACT V, 

SCENE t-^Mantua. A Street, Etiier Roxbo. 
Romeo, If I may trust the flattering eye of sleep,^ 
My dreams presage some joyful news at hand : 
^My bosom's lord sits lightly in his throne : 



[3] The fiddler is so called from an instmment widi three strings, which 
is mentioned by several of the old writrrs. STEEVENS. 

[43 If I mzj confide in those delightfol visims which I hare seen while 
asleep. MALONE. 

C5J The three following lines are very eay and pleasing. Bat why doti 
SluEipeare give Romeo this involuntary cheerlhlness j wt Eiefore the estrevp 
itv of niihappiness ? Perhaps to show the vanity of trosdng to tboac ancav 
taia and casual exaltations or depressions, whfeh aany comldw « -pnTrfa 
foretokens of good and evU. JOHNSON. . ^. 
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And, all this day, an unaccQstom'd spirit 

liifts me above the. ground with cheerfai thoiights* 

I dreamt, my lady «ame and found me dead ; 

(Strange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to tUnki} 

And brcath'd such life with kisses in my lipi. 

That I reviv'd, and was an emperor. 

Ah me ! how sweet is love itself possess'd, 

iVhen but love's shadows are so rich in joy f 

Enter Balthasar. 
News frgm Vjerona l-^-tlow now, Balthasar^ 
Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar i 
How doth my lady i Is my father well t 
How far^ my Juliet f That I ask again ; 
For nothing can be ill, if she be well. 

Bmi. Then she is well, and nothing can be til ; 
Her body aleftps in Capels' monument, 
Aad her immortal part with angels lives. 
I saw her laid low in her kindred's vault, 
And ptesently took post to ^11 it you : 

pardon me for bringing these ill newt, . 
..Since you did leave it for my office, air. 

Jiom. Is it even «o t thei» I defy you, stars 
Thou know 'st mj lodging : gt^t me ink and paper* 
And hire post horaes : I will hence to-night. 

Bal, Pardon n^e. air» I will not leave you thus : 
Yonr looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Som^ nrisadventtfre. 

Rom, Tush, thou art deceived ; 
jLeave me, and do the thing 1 bid thee do: 
Hast thou no letters to me from the friar f 

Bal. No, my good lord. 

JRom, No matter : Get thee gone. 
And hire those horses; n be wUh^ (hee straight.££j?.BAL. 
— Well,. Juliet. I will lie with thee to night* 
Let's see lor means : — O, mischief ! thou art swiflt 
^o eater in the thoughts of desperate men ! 

1 do remember an apothecary,— 

And hereabouts he dwells,^whom late I noted 
in tatter'd wfieds, with overwhelming brows* 
Culling of simples ; meager were hislooka, 
JBharp ttvisery had worn htm to the bones : 
Ahd in his needy shop a tortoise hung. 
An aUieator stofTd. and other «kins 
Of iH-shap'd fishes and about his shelves 
A heggarly account of empty beixea, 
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Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds. 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses, 
Were thinly scattered, to make up a show. 
Noting this penury, to myself 1 said— 
An if a man did need a poison now. 
Whose tale is present death in Mantua, 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him. 
O, this same thought did but fore-run my need ; 
And this same needy man must sell it me. 
As I remember, this should be the house : 
Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut. — 
What, ho ! apothecary ! 

Enter Afiothecary, 
Ap, Who calls so loud } 

Horn. Come hither, man.— I see, that thou art poor ; 
Hold, there is forty ducats : Let me have 
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding geer 
As will disperse itself througlv all the veins, 
That the life-weary taker may fall dead ; 
And that the trunk may be discharged of breath 
As vidently* as hasty powder fir'd 
Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb. 

Jifi. Such mortal drugs I have ; but Mantua's law 
Is death, to any he that utters them. 

Bonu Art thou so bare, and full of wretchedness, 
And {tSLT*9l to die ? famine is in thy cheeks, 
Keed and oppression starveth in thy eyes, 
Upon thy back hangs ragged misery, 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law : 
The world affords no law to make thee rich ; 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

Afi» My poverty, but not my will, consents* 

Horn. I pay thy poverty, and not thy wilL 

Aft. Put this in any liquid thing you will^ 
And drink it off ; and, if you had the strength 
Of twenty men, it woald despatch you straight. 

Rom, There is thy gold ; worse poison to men's souls, 
Doing more morders in this loathsome world, 
Than these iK>or compounds that thou may'st not sell : 
I sell thee pmsoo, thou hast sold me none. 
Farewell ; buy food, and get thyself in flesh.— 
Come, cordial, and not poison ; go with me 
To Jolietfs graTC, for there must I use thee. [Extuntl 
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SCENB II, 
Friar Laurbncb'« Cell. Enter Friar John. 
John. Holy Franciscan friar ! brother ! ho ! 

Enter Friar Laurence. 

Lau, This same should be the voice of friar John.— - 
Welcome from Mantua : what says Romeo ? 
Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 

John. Going to find a bare-foot brother out. 
One of our order, to associate me,« 
Here in this city visiting the sick. 
And finding him, the searchers of the town, 
Suspecting, that we both were in a house 
Where the infectious pestilence did reign, 
Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth ; 
So that my speed to Mantua there was stayed. 

Lau. Who bare my letter then to Romeo ? 

John. I could not send it,— here it is again, — 
Nor get a messenger to bring it, thee, 
So fearful were they of infection. 

Lau. Unhappy fortune ! by my brotherhood. 
The letter was not nice,' but full of charge. 
Of dear Import ; and the neglecting it 
May do much danger : Friar John, go hence ; 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight 
Unto my cell. 

John, Brother, 1*11 go and bring it thee. lExU. 

Lau. Now must I to the monument alone ; 
Within this three hours will fair Juliet wake ; 
She will beshrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of these accidents : 
But I will write again to Mantua, 
And keep her at my cell till Romeo come ; 
Poor living corse, clos'd.in a dead man's tomb ! [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

A Churchyard ; in it, a Monument belonging to the CaP0l&t6. 
Enter Paris, and kit Page^ ifearingjiowers and a torch. 

Par. Give me thy torch, boy : Hence.and stand aloof 
Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 
Under yon yew-trees lay thee all -along, 
Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground ; 

Each friar has always a companion assigned him by the superior when 
he a^ks leave to gapnt ; and thus, says Baretti, they are a check upon eack 
other. STEEVENS. 
ifl Was not written on a tribal or idle subject. STEEVENS. 
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So shall no foot upon the churchyard tread, 

2 ping loose, uiifiroi^ with digging up of graves) 
t thou Shalt hear it : whistle then to me» 
As signal that thou hear'st something approach. 
Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 

Page. I am almost afraid to stand alone 
Here in the churchyard ; yet 1 will adventure. {^RetirtM. 

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers I strew thy bridal bed r 
Sweet tomb, that in thy circuit dost contain 
The perfect model of eternity ; 
Fair Juliet, that with angels dost remain, ^ 
Accept this latest favour at my hands ; 
That living honoured thee, and, being dead, 
With funeral praises do adorn thy tomb ! 

[The Boy ivhUtlcBV 
The boy gives warning, something doth approach. 
What cursed foot wanders this way to-night. 
To cross my obsequies, and true love's rites i 
What, with a torch ! — muffle me, night, awhile. 

[Retiree. 

Enter Romeo and BaltbasaR, "with a torch, mattock, Hfc. 
Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching iron^' 
Hold, take this letter ; early in the mornings 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 
Give me the light : Upon thy life, I charge thee. 
Whatever thou hear'st or seest, stand all aloof, 
And do not interrupt me in my course. 
Why I descend into this bed of death, 
Is, partly, to behold my lady's face : 
But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger 
A precious ring ; a ring, that I must use 
In dear employment therefore hence, begone:-^ 
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 
In what I further shall intend to do. 
By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint. 
And strew this hungry churchyard with thy limbs { 
The time and my intents are savage-wild ; 
More fierce, and more inexorable far 

S] These four lines from the old edition. POPE, 
le folio hat these lines : 

" Sweet llow'r, with fiow'rs thy bridal bed I strew ; 
" O wot- J thy -canopy is dust and stones. 
Which with sweet water nightly 1 will dew, 
*' Or. wantinf? that, wVth tears dtstillM by moans. 
" The obseq iies that I for thee will keep. 
" Nightly shall be, to strew thy grave and weejp." lOHNSONi^ 
Igi] That is, action of importance. Gems were supposed t« luive kcaMwi 
Kwen and virtMt. JOHNSON. « 
16* VOL, Villi 
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Than empty tigers, or the roaring sea. 

BaL I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

/?om.Soshalt thoa show mefriendshipw— Take thoa that: 
Live, and be prosperous ; and farewell, good fellow. 

Bal. For all this same, I'll hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. [Retires^ 

Rom. Thou d6testable maw, thou womb 9f death, 
Gorg'd with the dearest morsel of the earth, 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 

[Breaking open the door of the Monument. 
And, in despite, I'll cram thee with more food ! 

Par, This is that banish'd haughty Montague, 
That murder'd my love's cousin with which grief. 
It is supposed, the fair creature dy'd, — 
And here is come to do some villainous shame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him.— [Advances/ 
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague ; 
Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death ? 
Condemned villain, 1 do apprehend thee : 
Obey, and go with me, for thou must die. 

Rom, I must, indeed ; and therefore came I hither.— 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man. 
Fly hence and leave me ; think upon these gone ; 
Let them affright thee.— I beseech thee, youth, 
Heap not another sin upon my head, 
By urging me to fury :— O, be gone ! 
By heaven, I love thee better than myself ; 
For I come hither arm'd against myself : 
Stay not, be gone ;— live, and hereafter say— 
A madman's mercy bade thee run away. 

Par, I do defy thy conjurations, 
And do attach thee as a felon here. 

Rom, Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee, boy. 

[Theyjight, 

fage.O lord,they fight: I will go call the watch. [Exit, 
Par, O, I am slain ! [-Fa/Za.]- If thou be merciful. 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. [Die^. 

Rom, In faith, I will :— Let me peruse this face 
Mercutio's kinsman, noble county Paris :— 
What said my man, when my betossed soul 
Did not attend him as we rode f I think. 
He told me, Paris should have marry'd Juliet ! 
Said he not so i or did I dream it so f 
Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 
To think it was so ? O, give me thy hand. 
One writ with me in sour misfortune's book t 
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Fll bury thee in a triomphant sprave, — 
A grave ^ O, ho ; a lantern, slaughterM youth » 
For here lies Joliet, and her beauty makes 
This vault a feasting presence > full of light. 
Death, lie thou there by a dead man interr*d. 

[Laying Paris fit ihe Monument^ 
How oft, when men are at the point of death. 
Have they been merry i which their keepers call 
A lightning before death : O, how may I 
Call this a lightning O, my love ! my wife f 
Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquer'd ; beauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips, and in thy cheeks. 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there.— 
Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet ? 
O, what more favour can I do to thee. 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain. 
To sunder his that was thine enemy ^ 
Forgive tne, cousin ! — Ah, dear Juliet, 
Why art thou yet so fair ? shall I believe 
That unsubstantial death is amorous ; 
And that the lean abhorred monster keeps 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour i 
For fear of that, I will still stay with thee. 
And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart again : here, here will I remain 
With worms that are thy chambermaids ; O, here 
Will I set up my everlasting rest. 
And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 
From this world- wearied flesh.— Eyes, look your last 1 
Arms, take your last embrace ! and lips, O you 
The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss 
A dateless bargain to engrossing death !— 
Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide ! 
Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on 
The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark ! 
Here's to my love ! [Drinka.'\ — O, true apothecary ! 
Thy drugs are quick. — Thus with a kiss I die. \^Di€S^ 

Enter ^at the other end of the Churchyard^ Priar Lau- 
rence, vfith a lantern^ croWy and spade. 

JFrL Saint Francis be my speed ! how oft to-night 



CO A presence means a poblick room, which is at times the presence-chiiH' 
Ur of the sovereign. MASON. 
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Have my old feet stumbled at graves >Wlio*s there f 
Who is it that consorts, so late, the dead i 

Bal. Here's one, a friend, and one that knowa yon well. 

Fri, Bliss be upon you { Tell me, good my friend, 
What torch is yond', that vainly leads his Ught 
To grubs and eyeless sculls f as I discern, 
It burneth in the Capels' monument. 

BaL It doth so, holy sir ; and there's my master^ 
Ope that you love. 

Fri. Who is it? 

BaL Romea 

FH, How lone hath he been there f 

BaL Full half an hour. 

Fri, Go with me to the vault. 

BaL I dare not, sir : 
My master knows not, but I am gone hence*; 
And fearfully did menace me with death. 
If I did stay to look on his intents. 

Fri. Stay then, I'll go alone : — Fear comes upon me ; 
O, much I fear some ill unlucky thing* 

BaL As I did sleep under this yew-tree here, 
I dreamt my master and another fought, 
And that my master slew him.^ 

Fri, Romeo ?— l^dvaneesi 
Alack, alack, what blood is this, which stains 
The stony entrance of this sepulchre 
What mean these masteriess and gory swords 
To lie discolour'd by this place of peace f 

lEniera the Monument, 
Romeo ! O, pale !<— Who else ^ what, Paris too i 
And steep*d in blood \h, what an unkind hour 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance 
The lady stirs. [Julie;t wakea and 9gira, 

JuL O, comfortable friar ! where is my lord t 
I do remember well where I should be. 
And there I am : — Where is my Romeo ? [JVbt«e vntkin^ 

[3] This accident was reckoned omiiiQiM. toln KinrMmiry^Vlkfut^t 
•* For many men that stumble at the threshold* 
Are well foretold th^t danger lorks Within.^ 
Again, in Richard III Hastn.gs, going to execution, says ; 

<* Thi«e tiaKs to.day my footcloth horse did stoaalbte." 8TEEVKNS. 
tsl Tl^s ia one of the toachea of nature that woold have escaped the hand 
of any painter less attentive to i t than Shakspeare. What happens to npersoa 
while he te under the manifest infloeiiee of rear* will seem to him* wJieo he 
ts recovered from it, like a dream. Homer. Book 8th« represents Rbesas 
dybxs fast asleep, and as it were beholding his enemy in a dream fAmging a 
aword into his bosom. Eustathuss and Bacier both applaod this image aa veiy 
natural ; for a man in snch a condition, says Mr« Pope, awakes no fiirther* 
than to see confusedly what enviroos him, and to think it not « reality hot 
iylfion. 3TEEVENS, 
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Fii. I hear some noise.— Lady, come from that nest 
Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep ; 
A greater Power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents ; come, come away : 
Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead ; 
And Paris too ; come, I'll dispose of thee 
Among a sisterhood of holy nuns : 
Stay not to question, for the watch is coming ; 
Come, go, good Juliet, — {JVoiae again,'] 1 dare stay nd 
longer. [Exit. 

Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away.— 
What's here ? a cup, clos'd in my true love's hand ? 
Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end : — 
O churl ! drink all ; and leave no friendly drop. 
To help me after I will kiss thy lips ; 
Haply, some poison yet doth hang on them. 
To make me die with a restorative. {Kisaea hint* 

Thy lips are warm ! 

1 Watch. [Within.] Lead, boy :— Which way ? 

JuL Yea, noise ?— then I'll be brief. — O happy dagger ! 

[Snatching Romeo's dagger. 
This is thy sheath ; [Staba herself.] there rustt.aud let 
me die. [Falla on RomeoV body, and die9» 

Enter Watch, with the Page o/ Paris* 
Page. This is the place ; there, where the torch 
doth burn. 

1 Watch. The ground is bloody ; Search about the 
churchyard : 

Go, some of you, whoe'er you find, attach. \^Exe, aomti 

Pitiful sight ! here lies the county slain ; — 

And Juliet bleeding ; warm, and newly dead. 

Who here hath lain these two days buried.— 

Go, tell the prince, — run to the Capulets,— 

Raise up the Montagues,— some others search ; — 

{Exe, other Watchmen. 
We see the ground whereon these woes do lie ; 
Bat the true ground of all these piteous woes. 
We cannot without circumstance descry. 

Enter aome qf the Watch, with Balthasar. 
3 Watch. Here's Romeo's man, we found him in the 
churchyard. 

1 Watch. Hold him in safety, till the prince coole 
hither.. 
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Enter another Watchman, with Friar l^AVtiZvcn. , 
3 ^a/c^.Hereisafriar.that treint>l«fi,sigh8,and weeps; 
We took this mattock and this spade from him. 
As he was coming from this churchyard side. 
1 IVatch, A great suspicion ; Stay the friar too. 

Enter the Prince and Attendants. 
Prince, What misadventure is so early up. 
That calls our person from our morning's rest } 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and others. 

Cafi. What should it be, that they so shriek abroad } 

La. Cafi, The people in the street cry— Romeo, ^ 
Some — ^Juliet, and some — Paris ; and all run, 
With open outcry, toward our monument. 

Prince, What fear is this, which startles in oar ears? 

1 Watch. Sovereign, here lies the county Paris slain; 
And Romeo dead ; and Juliet, dead before, 
Warm and new kill'd. 

Prince. Search, seek, and know how this fool mur- 
der comes. 

1 Watch.Hett is a friar,and slaughter'd Romeo's man ; 
With instruments upon them, fit to open 
These dead men's tombs. 

Cafi. O, heavens O, wife ! look how our daughter 
bleeds ! 

This dagger hath mistaken, — ^for, lo ! his house 

Is empty on the back of Montague,— 

And is mis-sheathed in my daughter's bosom. 

La. Cafi. O me ! this sight of death is as a bell. 
That warns my old age to a sepulchre. 

Enter Montague and others* 

Prince. Come, Montague ; for thou art earljr up 
To see thy son and heir more early down. 

Man. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night ; 
Grief pf my son's exile hath stopp'd her breath : 
What further woe conspires against mine age f 

Prince. Look, and thou shaft see. 

Mon. O thou untaught ! what manners is in tMtf, 
To press before thy father to a grave ? 

Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while> 
Till we can clear these ambiguities. 
And know their spring, their head, their tryie descent ; 
Aad then will I be general of your woes» 
And lead you even to death : Mean time^foilijiar,- 
And let mischance be slave to patience.^ 
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Bring forth the parties of suspicion. 

JPri. I am the ^fjc^^test, able to do least. 
Yet most sospectedr^^"the time and place 
Doth make against me, of this direful murder ; 
And here I stand, both to impeach and purge 
Myself condemned, and myself excus'd. 
Prince. Then say at once what thou dost know in tMs. 
iPrt. I will be brief, for my short date of breath 
Is not so long as is a tedious tale. 
Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet ; 
And she, there dead, that Romeo's faithful wife : 
I OQiarried them ; and their stolen roarriage-dav 
Was Tybalt's dooros^day, whose untimely death 
Banish'd the new-made bridegroom from this ci^ ; 
For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin'd. 
Too— to remove that siege of grief from her,— - 
Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce* 
To county Paris :— Then comes she to me, 
Andy with wild looks, bid me devise some means 
To rid her from this second marriage. 
Or, in my cell there would she kill herself. 
Then gave I her, so tutor'd by my art, 
A sleeping potion ; which so took effect 
As I intended ; for it wrought on her 
The form of death : meantime I writ to RonYeo4 
That he should hither come at this dire night. 
To help to take her from her borrow'd grave. 
Being tue time the potion's force shouldcease. 
But he which bore my letter, friar John, 
Was staid by accident ; and yesternight 
Retam'd m^ letter baak : Then all alone, 
At the prenjced hour of her waking. 
Came I to take her from her kindred's vault ; 
Meaning to keep her closely at my cell. 
Till I conveniently could send to Romeo : 
But, when I came, (some minute ere the time 
Of her awakening,} here untimely lay 
The noble Paris, and true Romeo« dead. 
She wakes ; and I entreated her come forth. 
And bear this work of heaven with patience : 
Bat then a noise did scare me from the tomb ; 
And she, too desperate, would not go with me. 
But (as it seems) did violence on herself 
All this £ know ; and to the marriage 
Her nurse is privy : And, if aught in this 
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 
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Be sacrificM, some hour before his time, 
Unto the rigour of severest law. 

Prince. We still have known thee for a holy man*— 
Where's Romeo's man ? what can he say in this f 

BaL I brought my master news of Juliet's death ; 
And then in post he came from Mantua, 
To this same place, to this same monument. 
This letter he early bid me give his father ; 
And threaten'd me with death, going in the vault, 
If I departed not, and left him there. 

Prince. Give me the letter, 1 will look on it— 
Where is the county's page, that rais'd the watch 
Sirrah, what made your master in this place f 

Page, He came with flowers to strew his lady's grave ; 
And bid me stand aloof, and so I did : 
Anon, comes one with light to ope the tomb ; 
And, by and by, my master drew on him ; 
And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Prince. This letter doth make good the friar's words, 
Their course of love, the tidings of her death : 
And here he writes— that he did buy a poison 
Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewithal 

Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet 

Where be these enemies f Capulet \ Montague 

See, what a scourge is laid upon your hate. 

That heaven finds means to kill your joys with love ! 

And I, for winking at your discords too, 

Have lost a brace of kinsmen :— all are punish'd. 

Cafi, O, brother Montague, give me thy hand i 
This is my daughter's jcnnture, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mon, But I can give thee more : 
For I will raise her statue in pure gold ; 
That, while Verona by that name is known, 
There shall no figure at such rate be set, 
As that of true and faithful JuKet. 

Cafi, As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie ; 
Poor sacrifices of our enmity ! 
Prince, A glooming peacethls morning with it biings ; 
The sun, for sorrow, will not show his head : 
Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things ; 

Some shall be pardon'd, and some punished : 
For never was a story of more woe. 
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. [^Exeunt, 
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observations: 



IF the dramas of Shakspeare were to be characterised, eacli 
by the particular excellence which distinguishes it from the 
rest, we must allow to the tragedy of Hamlet the praise of 
variety. The incidents are so numerous, tliat the argument 
of the play would make a long-trfe; The scenes are interv. 
cfaan|^ably diversified with merriment and solemnity ; with 
merriment thatincludes judicious and instructive observations, 
and solemnity, not strained by poetical violence above the nat. 
and sentiments of man. New characters appear from time to 
time in continual succession, exhibiting various forms of life 
and particular modes of conversation. The pretended mad- 
ness of Hamlet causes much mirth, the mournful distraction 
of Ophelia fills the heart with tenderness, and every person- 
age produces the effect intended, from the apparition that in 
me first act chills the blood with horror, tottfe {bp in the 
kst, that exposes affectation to just contemp5 

The conduct is perhaps not wholly secure against objections; 
The action is indeed for the most part in continual progrea- 
don, but there are some scenes which neither forward nor 
retard it. Of the feigned madness of Hamlet there appeAr.^' 
no adequate eause, for he does nothing which he might not 
have done with the reputation of sanity. He plsys the mad- 
man most, when he treats Ophelia with so much rudeness, 
which seems to be useless and wanton cruelty. 
« Hamlet is, through the whole piece, rather an instrument 
than an a^^t. After he has, by the stratagem of the play, 
eonvicted the king, he makes no attempt to punish him, and 
his death is at last effected by an incident which Hamlet bad- 
no fNUt in producing. 

The catastrophe is not very happily produced ; the ex- 
change of weapons is rather an expedient of necessity, than a 
stroke of art. A scheme might easily be formed to kill Ham- 
kt with the dagger, and Laertes with the bowl. 

The poet is accused of having shown little regard to poeti- 
cal justice, and may be charged with equal neglect of poetical 
probaMlity, The apparition lefl the regions of the dead to 
little purpose ; the revenge which he demands is not obtain- 
ed, but hy the death of him that was required to take it ; . and 
the gratification which would arise from the destruction of an 
usurper and a murderer, is abated by the untimely death of 
Ophelia^ the young, the beautiful, the harmless, and the pious? 

JOHKSON'. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Claudius, king qf Denmark. 

Hamlet, son to the former^ and ne/ihew to the fire- 
tent king. 

PoLONius, lord chamberlain. 

Horatio, /nVncf to Hamlet, 

Laertes, son to Poloniua. 

Voltimand, 
Cornelius, 
rosencrantz, 
Guildevstern, 
OsRicE, a courtier. 
Another courtier. 
A Prieet. 

Marcellui,*) 
Bbrnakbo, 5«^^^^«- 

Framciico, a«o/<//er. 

Reym ALDO, servant to Poloniui, 

ACaJuain, AnSmbauaior. 

Qhoit ^ Hamie$*9/kther. 

TovLTiKhfLkSt firince qfMrway. 

Gertrude, guern qf Denmark, and mother of 
Hamlet, 

Ophelia, daughter qfPoloniui. 

f.ordSfLadieit Officer 9, Soldier e. Play en^ Orave-Dtg- 
gen, Sailore, Me^eengeri, and other Attendant: 

SCEJVB, BUin^re. 



The original itory on whiofa this plAV b built, nay be ftmnd In 8«xo Gram- 
maticos, th» Daniih hiitorian. From thence Belleforest adopted it in hit coU 
lection of novels* which he b^n in 1 564. and continued to poblitb throne^ 
socceedittg years. From this work« The Hystorie ef Hamhlttt* qoartn. H. 
]. was translated. 1 have yet met with no earlier edition of the slay tlian 
one in the year 1604, thoogh it most have been performecWbefore that tine* 
as I have seen a copy of Speghf s edition of Cliaocer, which fbrmerly be- 
longed to I>r. Harvey (the antMonist of Nash) who, in bis o%n bdnd-writlnffr 
has set down Hamlet as a performance with which lie was well acquaint^ 
in the year 1 509. His woras are the8<^ : ** The younger sort talce much de- 
" light in ShaKspeare's Venus and Adonis ; but his Lncreee, and liis tragt 
" edy of Hamlet, prince of Denmarke* have it in them to please the wiser 
"sort. 1 598." STEEVENS. 
Shaltspeare's Hamlet was written, if my conjecture be well grounded, ia 
1596. M ALONE. 
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ACT r. 

SCENE I.— £/#tnor«. A^atftrmbefoye the Cattle, FBAi^:*no« 
<m hit pott, £nter to him BKRisiARi>Oi ^^ 

W Bernardo, 
HO?s there? 
Fran. Nay, answer me : stand, and unfold. 
Yourself. 

^^r.Long live the king I*" 
Frarii Bernardo ^ 
Ber, He. 

Fran, You oome most carefully upon your hour. 

-fl^r.'Tis now struck twelve ; get thee to bed, Francisco. 

Fran, For this relief, much thanks : 'tis bitter Gold« 
And 1 am sick at heart. 

Btr, Have you had quiet guard? 

Fran, Not a mouse stirrings 

Ber, Well, good night. 
If you do meet Movatio ax^ Marcellus, 
The rivals of my watch, ^ bid them make haste» 

Enter Horatio and Mabcbllus. 

Fran, Uhink, Fhear them Stand, ho ! Who Is thbre?^ 

Hor, Friends to this ground. 

Mar, And liegemen to the Dane. 

Ffan, Give you good-night. 

Mar, O, farewell, honest sddier : 
Who hath reliev'd you i 

Fran, Bernardo hath my place, 
^ivc you good night. ^ExU, 

Mar, Holla ! Bernardo ! 

Ber, Say, 
What, is Horatio there ? 

Hor, A piece of him. 

Ber, Weloomet Horatio ; wekome, good MarcelluK 
Hor, Whaty has this thing appeared again to-night- ? 

fi J ThU sentence appears to be the watch word. STEEVENS. 
a] Afva/j for partners. WARB.— Riva/ is cOMmtVr \ae4>« ^Bokr 
^>m for a partner or anocl^tt. MALONE. j 

ir* VOL. vm. 
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Ber, I have seen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio says, 'tis bat oar fantasy ; 
And will not let belief take hold of hiro. 
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us : 
Therefore I have entreated him along. 
With us to watch the minutes of this night ; 
That, if again this apparition come, 
He may approve our eyes,^ and speak to it t 

Hor, Tush ! tush ! 'twill not appear. 

Ber, Sit down awhile ; 
. ^ffm let us once again assail your ears. 
That are so fortined against our story, 
What we two nights have seen. 

Hor. Well, sit we dowi^. 
And let us hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Ber, Last night of all, 
When yon same star, that's westward from the pole, 
Had made his course to illume that part of heaven 
Where now it burns, Marcellus, and myself. 
The bell then beating one, — 

Mar, Peace,breakthee off; look.where it comes again f 
Enter Ghost. 

Ber. In the same figure, like the king that's dead. 

Mar. Thou art a scholar, speak to it, Horatio.* 

Ber. Looks it not like the king i mark it, Horatio. 

Jfor, Most like: — it harrows me with fear, and wonder. 

Ber. It would be spoke to. 

Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. 
, Uor. What art thou, that usurp'st this time of night, 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the majesty of buried Denmark 
Did sometimes march >. by heaven I charge thee, speak. 

Mar. It is offended. 

Ber. See ! it stalks away. 

Hor. Stay ; speak : speak I charge thee, speak. 

{Exit Ghoat. 

Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not answer. 

Ber. How now, Horatio ? you tremble, and look pale : 
Is not this something more than fantasy 
What think you of it f ^ 

t3] AM a ntw testimony tm that of our eyes. JOHNSON. 
[4^1 UluM always been a vnlgar notion tlut supernatural beings can only 
spoken to -with propriety or efiect by persons of learning. Thus Toby, in 
A>/AAW0/i«r. V^raanoV V^^^r* ««y« : 
'* l^tf§ caU tlie butler ttp, for ha sMaks (atin.^ 
''And that wUldsvm lit 4vrlk** Ik^U^* 
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Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe^ 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the king } 

Hor, As thou art to thyself : 
Such was the very armour he had on« 
When he the ambitious Norway combated ; 
So frown'd he once, when, in an angry parle, 
He smote the sledded Polack on the ice.' 
*Tis strange. 

Mar, Thus, twice before, and jump at this dead hour,* 
With martial stalk, hath he gone by our watch. 

Hor, In what particular thought to work, I know not;^ 
But, in the gross and scope of mine opinion,* 
This bodes some strange eruption to our state. 

Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he that knows. 
Why this same strict and most observant watch 
So nightly toils the subject of the land ^ 
And why such daily cast of brazen cannon. 
And foreign mart for implements of war ; 
Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task 
Does not divide the Sunday from the week : 
What might we toward, that this sweaty haste 
Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day ; 
Who is't, that can inform me ? 

Hor. That can I ; 
At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king. 
Whose image but even now appear'd to us. 
Was, as yon know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
Thereto prick'd on by a most emulate pride, 
Dar'd to the combat ; in which our valiant Hamlet 
(For so this side of our known world esteem 'd htm,) 
Did slay this Fortinbras ; who, by a seal'd compdhCt, 
Well ratified by law, and heraldry. 
Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands. 
Which he stood seiz'd of, to the conqueror : 
Against the which, a moiety competent 
Was gaged by our king ; which had return'd 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 

Had he been vanquisher ; as, by the same co-mart, 

" - - 

i<\ He 8pe«ks of a prince of Poland whom he slew in battle. POPE. 

Pilack was, in that age, the term for an inhabitant of Poland. JOHNSON. 
£6] Jump and just were synonymoos in the timeof Shiksv^««. ^TCVI » 
£7j Whaf jKirt|ca/ar train of thinking to follow. STL1.\TO^. 

C93 <7/'^//4H^4r<7i0«r>'-ai;enoriiltho3gkts,8aidt «LtV«T^«« ^umcWk^ 
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And carriAge of the article desigD'd,* 
His fell to Hamlet : Now, sir, yoang Fortinbras^. 
Of unimproved mettle hot and full,' 
Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark'd up a list of landless resolates,* 
For food and diet to some enterprize 
That hath a stomach in't ; which is no other 

i\s it doth well appear unto our state,) 
iut to recover of us, by strong hand. 
And terms com pulsatory, those 'foresaid land» 
So by his father lost : And this, I tak« it. 
Is the main motive of our preparations ; 
The source of this our watch- ; and the chief head 
Of this post-haste and romage rn the land. 

Ber, I think, it be no other, but even so : 
Well may it sort,^ that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch ; so like the king 
That was, and is, the question of these wars. 

Hor. A mote it is. to trouble the mind's eye. 
In the most high and palmy state of Home, 
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, 
The grave stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets. 

As, stars with trains of fire and dews of blood, 
D4sasters in the sun ; and the moist star,^ 
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands. 
Was sick almost to dooms-day with eclipse. 
And even the like precorse of fierce events,^ 
As harbingers preceding still the fates, 
And prologue to the omen coming on,— - 
Have heaven and earth together demonstrated' 
Unto our cli matures and countrymeu.— 

Re-enter Ghost. 
But, soft ; bebold>! lo, where it comes again' f 
ril cross it, though it blast me.— Stay, illusion ! 
If thou hast any sound, or use of v<uce,7 
Speak to me ; 

CsD Carriace it import s OfesignM hfirmtd, drawn up bstwm thim 

JOHNSON. 

FaBofflyfarU Sot regobiied'or gnidad by knowledge or cwricnc» 

JOHNSON. 

M I beliore to akark i^aeuM to pick wItkOMt diitiiicao«> at tkr 
jdbirlfiskcaUcctakitMwy. STSEVENS. 

iSj The moon. MALONkI— Ktrct tot t«oAM». ^IMBVCW^^ 
ftj Tbc apeeeh of Hocmtio to the %p«cxt«\a «Ve«^t «4 ^jJS&S^ 
^nnvnKHis M tlic GOMoa tt«litWiis of tkA ua^ 
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If there be any good thing to be done. 
That may to thee do ease, and grace to me, 
Speak to me : 

It thou art privy to thy country's fate. 
Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 
O, speak ! 

Or, if thou hast uphoarded in thy life 

Extorted treasure in the womb of earth. 

For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death, 

\Cock crow. 
Speak of it :— stay, and speak.— Stop it, Marcellut. 

Mar, Shall I strike at it with my partisan i 

Hor, Do, if it will not stand. 

Ber. Tis here ! 

Hor. *Tis here ! 

Mar. IMs gone ! lExit Ghost. 

We do it wrong, being so majestical, 
To offer it the show of violence ; 
F or it is, as the air, invulnerable. 
And car vain blows malicious mockery* 

Ber. It was about to speak, when the cock crew. 

Hor, And then it started like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard. 
The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn, 
Doth with his loftv and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god orday ; and, at his Warning, ^ 
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air, ^ 
The extravagant and erring spirit hies' 
To his confine : and of the truth herein 



[t] Boorae of Newcastle, in Ms JntimtMes of tht C BffffH Oft rt9wi9% vHTOtXDM 
VM, " it is a received tradition among: the volgar, tlut at the time of coek- 
" crowing* the midnight spirits forsake these lower regions, and go to their 
" proper places.— Hence it la, says be, that in country fttace«« where the way 
" of life requires more early labour, they always go cneerfQlly to work at 
" that time ; whereas if they are called abroad sooner, tkey imagine everr 
" thing they see a wandering ghost." FARMER. 

ro3 According to the pnrmnatology of die time, every element was 
habited by its peculiar order of spirits, who had dispositions different, accor- 
ding to their various places of abode. The meaning therefore is, that ail 
spirits extravagant, wanderiuf out of their element, whetlier aerial spirits 
visiting earth, or earthly spirits raof^ng the ak, retorn to their lution, to 
their proper limits in woicn they are confined. We mi^t read, 
" —And at his wwning 
" Th' extravagant and erring spirit hies 
" To his confine, whether in sea or air, 
" Or earth, or fire. And of." &c. 
Bot this change, thoogh it would smooth conttmetioa. it net necessary, 
and being orniecessary, should not be made against authority, J<»MNS0N 

C»3 a </ r<w w^ iii r ,etttef be nd fc Errini,tm^ hTWfJKt^ 
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This present object made probatioa. 

Mar, It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some say, that ever 'gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Savioar's birth is celebrated. 
This bird of dawning singeth all night long : 
And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad ; 
The nights are wholesome ; then no planets strike, 
Ko fairy takes* 3 nor witch^hath power to charm. 
So hallow'd and so gracious is the time. 

Hor, So have I heard, and do in part believe it. 
But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad. 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill : 
Break we our watch up ; andi by my advice, 
Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet : for, upon my life. 
This spirit, dumb to us, will 'speak to him <: 
Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it ^ 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty ^ 

Mar, Let's do't, I pray ; and I this morning know 
Where we shall find him most convenient. [Exeunu% 

SCENE II. 

The iame. J Jtoom of State in theeame. Enter the King, ^ueem 
Hamlkt, Polonxus, Labrtes, Voltimahd, CoaHS- 
Lius, Lorde, and Jttendante. 

King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's death 
The memory be green ; and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and- our whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of* woe ; 
Yet so far hath discretion fought vrith nature. 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of ourselves; 
Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen, 
The imperial jointress of this warlike state. 
Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy, — 
With one auspicious, and one dropping eye ; 
With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriag^Ci 
In equal scale weighing delight and dole,— - 
Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr'd 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this afiair along :— For all, our thanks. 

Now follows, that you know, youn^ Fontinbras,— 

C9] No birj itriktt with lamenett or dlicasei IQUNSONC - 



get jr. uKum. >4 

Holding; a weak supposal of our worth ; 

Or thinking, by our Ute dear brother's death. 

Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, 

Cdleagued with this dream of his advantage^ 

He hath not fail'd to pester us with message. 

Importing the surrender of those lands 

Lost by hjs father, with all bands of law. 

To our most valiant brother.— So much for him. 

Mow for ourself, and for this time of meeting. 

Th«8 much the business- is : We have here writ 

To Norway, uncle of young Foriinbras,— 

Who, impotent and bed^rid, scarcely hears 

Oif this his nephew's purpose, — to suppress 

His further gait herein ; in that the levies. 

The lists, and full proportions, are all made 

Out 0f his subject ^— and we here despatch 

Toil, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 

^or bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 

IMving to you no further personal power 

To business with the king, more than the scope 

Of these dilated articles allow. 

Farewell ; and let your haste commend your duty . 

Cor, Vol. In that, and all things, will we show our duty. 

JKing. We doubt it nothing ; heartily farewell. 

\Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 
Aad now, Laertes, what's the news with you f 
You told'us of some suit What is't, Laertes ? 
YoQ cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 
And lose your voioe : What would'st thou beg, Laertes, 
That shall not be my offer, not thy asking i 
The head is not more- native to the heart, ^ 
The hand more instrumental to the mouth. 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 
What wouldst thou have, Laertes f 

Laer. My dread lord, 
Vour leave and favour to return to France ; 
From whence though willingly I came to Denmark, 
To show myvduty-in year coronation ; 
Yet now, I must confess,.that duty done. 
My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France, 
And bow them to your -gracious leave and pardon. 

JtRn^. Have you your father's leaved What says 
Polonius \ 



4!b} JPormerly tiie heart was aoMMted the seat of wiadoas. and hence the 
«ec tpeaks of the dote connexion between the heart and head, tf iLLON£. 
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Pol, He hath, my lord, wrung from me my slow leave, 

S labour some petition ; and, at last, 
)on his will I 8eal*d my hard consent : 
I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be thine. 
And thy best graces : spend it at thy will.— 
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son,— — 
Ham. A little more than kin, and less than kind.^ 

King, How is it that the clouds still hang od yoa f 

Ham. Not so, my lord, I am too much i'the son. 

Queen, Good Hamlet, cast thy nigfated colour off. 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy vailed lids,' 
Seek for thy noble father in the dust : 
Thou know'st, 'tis common ; all, that live, nuat die. 
Passing through nature to eternity. 

Ham, Ay, madam, it i;i common. 

Queen, If it be. 
Why seems it so particular with thee f 

Ham. Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know not wtvad* 
'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 
Nor customary suits of solemn black. 
Nor windy suspiration of forc'd breath. 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye. 
Nor the dejected haviour of the visage. 
Together with all forms, modes, shows of grief. 
That can denote me truly : These, indeed, seen, 
For they are actions that a man might play : 
But I have that within, which passeth show ; 
These, but the trappings and the suits of woe. 

King, 'Tis sweet and commendable in yoor nature, 
Hamlet, 

To give these mourning duties to your father : 

But, you must know, your father lost a fiither ; 

'^hat father lost, lost his ; and the survivor bmind 

la filial obligation, for some term 

To do obsequious sorrow :< But to pemfever 

In. obstinate condolement, is a coarse 

Of impious stubbornness ; tis unmanly grief ; 

It shows a will most incorrect to heaven ; 

C4l Kind U the Teatonick word for child. If we twdennuiA kind in its 
ancicot aense* then the mMaioK wUl b*,— / mm mart than tluf kinmanfM 
iam thy ttep-sons being inch, l am ha near t» thee than thy natural t§> 
sprini» and therefore not entitled to the appellation of sen, which ytwlmw 
now given me. MALOtf E. 

r*] With lowering eyet, ca»t down eyes. JOHNSON* . . 

to) O6«eqmioii8f is here for obsctiUet, or foncral ceremonicVf JOHNSD 
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A heart unfortified, or mind impatient ; 
An understanding simple and unschool'd : 
For what, we know, must be, and is as common 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense. 
Why should we, in our peevish opposition. 
Take it to heart ? Fye ! 'tis a fault to heaven, 
A fault against the dead, a fault to nature. 
To reason most absurd ; whose common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried. 
From the first corse, till he that died to-day, 
This must be so. We pray you, throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe ; and think of us 
As of a father : for let the world take note. 
You are the most immediate to our throne ; 
And, with no less nobility of love^ 
Than that which dearest father bears his son, 
Do I impart toward you. For your intent 
In going back to school in Wittenberg, 
It is most retrograde to our desire : 
And, we beseech you, bend you to remain 
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 
Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Hamlet ; 
I pray thee, stay with os, go not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I shall in all my best obey you, madam. 

King. Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply ; 
Be as ourself in Denmark.— Madam, come ; 
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart ; in grace whereof. 
No jocund health,* that Denmark dritiks ' 
But the great eannon to the clouda abalL tell 
And tlie ktng'5 rouse' the bvam iliill bmit 
Be^'ipeEking earthly tbunder. Come ftwaj. / 
lE^emt Mngf ^ji^^ Lords, ^c, P 
and LAEiif^t^ 

Ninn^ O, that thU too too solid fiesh would 
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew 1' 
Or that the Everlasting had Dot fixM 
His canon 'gainst self-slaughter ! O 
How wcary^ stale, flat, and unprofii 

[tJ Etd idence Rnddbtiiietiflii of ton* 
tB} The kiiif*i iifiBnni— iLt k 
tSatliappcni to fe&tt gjlii^^liiit iif ciitiii to4 
Evl The kins'* dJ^T»«bt of l^littfw 9m i 
[il iUit/o^ unnt the vtmm§i^^ifm 
ST££V£N& 

It WW* wim 
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Seem to me all the uses of this world ! 

Pye oB[H1 fye ! 'tis an unweeded garden. 

That grows to seed ; things rank, and gross in natoiie. 

Possess it merely. That it should come to this ! 

But two months dead ! — nay, not so much, not two: 

So excellent a king ; that was, to this, 

fiyperion to a satyr so loving to my mother. 

That he^might not beteem the winds of heaven* 

Visit her face tooiV>ughIy. Heaven and earth ! 

Must I remember ? why, she would hang on him, 

As if increase of appetite had grown 

By what it fed on : And yet, within a month,^ 

Let me not think on't ; — Frailty, thy name is woman !— 

A little month ; or ere those shoes were old. 

With which she follow'd my poor father's body, 

•Like Niobe, all tears : — why she, even she, — 

O heaven ! a beast, that wants discourse of reason. 

Would have mourn'd longer,— married with my uncle; 

My father's brother ; but no more like my father^ 

Than I to Hercules: Within a month ; 

£i*e yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 

Had left the flushing in. her galled eyes, 

^e mairried O most wicked speed, to post 

With such dexterity to incestuous sheets ! 

Jt is not,. nor it cannot come to, good : 

But break, my heart ; for I must hold my tongue 1 

Enter Horatio, Bervarao, and Marcellvs. 
Nor. Hail to you lordship ! 
Ham* I am glad to see you w«U : 
Horatio,— or I do forget myself. 

J^or. The same, my lord, and your poor servant ever- 
jfam. Sir^ my^ood friend^ Til change that name with 
•you. 

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ? — 
Marcellus ? 
Mar. My good lord,— 

Nam, I am very glad to see you ; — good even, sir. — 

111 This similitude at first sight seems to be a little £ar>fetched ; bat it 
1) IS an exqui&ite beauty. By the Satyr is meant Pan, as by Hyperion, Apollo. 
f*M and Apollo were brothers* and the allasion is to the contention between 
■those gods for the preference in music. WAR BURTON. 

C33 Beieem occars in the tenth book of Arthur Golding's version of Ovid's 
ilfiii a mor^Aaiii* 1587, and from the corresponding latin, must necessarily 
«;jtnify, to V9uchsafe$ Jeinty permit, or suffer: 
" —Yet could he not beteeme 

" The shape of ante other bird than eg^e for to seeme." 

Sign. R. I. b. 

" ——nulla tamep alite verti 

«• Dipiatur^ nisi goae possit sua ftilmina fere" V. 1^7. STEEV. 
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But what, in faith, make you from Wittenbefg ^' 

Hor, A truant disposition, good my lord. 

Bam, I would not hear your euemy say so ;- 
Nor shall you do mine ear that violence; 
To make it trtister of your own report 
Against yourself : I know, you are no truant, 
fiat what is your affair in Elsinore ^ 
Well teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. 

Hor. My lord, I came to see your father's funeral. 

Ham, I pray tbee, do not mock me, fellow-atudent ; 
I think, it was to see my mother's wedding. 

Hor. Indeed, my lord, U foUow'd hard upon. 

i/am.Thrift, thrift, Horatio! the funeral bak'd meats* 
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage-tables. 
'Would 1 had met my dearest foe in heaven < 
Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio !«— . 
My father, — Me thinks, I see my fathen 

Hbr, Where, 
My lord? 

Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio. 

Hor. I saw him once, he was a goodly king. 

Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all, 
I shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yesternighu 

Ham. Saw ! who ^ 

Hor. My lord, the king your fatfier. 

Ham. The king my father ! 

Hor. Season your admiration for s-while 
With an attent ear ; till I may deliVer, 
Upon the witness of these gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 

Ham, For God's love, let me hear. 

Hor- Two nights together had these gentlemen r 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch. 
In the dead waist and middle of the night, 
Been thus encounter'd. A figure like your father. 
Armed at point, exactly, cap-^-p6, ^ 
Appears before them, and, with solemn march. 
Goes slow and stately by them : thrice he walk'd. 
By their oppress'd and fear-surprized eyes, 

[4] It was anciently the general castom to give a cold entertainment to 
moarners at a funeral. In distant coanties this practice is still continued 
among the yeomanry. See Romeo and Juliets p. 73. COLLINS. 

r<] Dearest> for direst, most dreadful, most dangerous. JOHNSON. 

MJearest signifies* most consequentiaJ; important^ See Timon of Athens, 
act 5. ii. STEEVEN*. 
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Within his truncheon's length ; whilst they, distiU'd 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 
Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful secrecy impart they did ; 
And I with them, the third night kept the watch : 
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time. 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father ; 
These hands are not more like. 
Ham, But where was this ? 

Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we watch 

Ham. Did you not speak to it i 

Hor, My lord, I did ; 
But answer made it none : yet once, methought. 
It lifted up its head, and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak : 
But, even then, the morning cock crew loud ; 
And at the sound it shrunk in haste away. 
And vanish'd from our sight. 

Ham. 'Tis very strange. 

Hor. As I do live, my honour'd lord, 'tis true ; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty. 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night ? 

Ml. We do, my lord. 

Ham. Arm'd, say you ? 

All. Arm*d, my ^rd. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

All. My lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then saw you not 
His face i 

Hor. O, yes, my lord ; he wore his beaver up» 

Ham. What, look'd he frowningly ? 

Hor. A countenance more 
In sorrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale, or red ? 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

Ham, And fix'd his eyes upon you i 

Hor. Most constantly. 

Ham. I would, I had been there. 

Hor. It would have much amaz'd you. 

Ham. Very like. 
Very like : Staid it long ? 

Hor. While one with moderate haste might tel 
hundred. 

Mar, Ber, Longer, longer. 
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Hot. Not when J saw it. 

Ham. His beard was grizzl'd P no I 

Hor, It was, as I have seen it in his life, 
A sable silver'd. 

Ham, I will watch to-night ; 
Perchance, 'twill walk again. 

Hor. I warrant, it will. 

Ham, If it assume my noble father's person,. 
Ill speak to it, though hell itself should gape, 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
If yoa have hitherto conceal'd this sight, 
Let it be tenable in your silence still ; 
And whatsoever else shall hap to-night,. 
Give it an understanding, but no tongue 
I will requite your loves : So, fare you well : 
Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve, 
I'll visit you. 

Ml, Our duty to your honour. 

Ham, Your.loves, as mine to you : Farewell. 

lExe, Horatio, Marckllus, and Bernardo. 
My father's spirit in arms ! all is not well ; 
I doubt some fonl play : 'would, the night were come ! 
Till then sit still, my soul : Foul deeds will rise, 
Though all the earth o'erwhelm them, to men's eyes/ 

SCENE III. 

JtRoom in Polonius' Mouse. Enter Laertes and Ophelia; 

Laer, My necessaries ave embark'd ; farewell : 
And, sister, as the winds- give benefit,. 
And convoy is assistant, do not sleep,. 
But let me hear from you. 

Ofih. Do you doubt that ? 

Laer, For Hamlet, and the trifling of his ikvour. 
Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood ; 
A violet in the youth of primy nature. 
Forward, not permament, sweet, not lasting. 
The perfume and suppliance of a minute ;« 
No more. 

O/ih. No more but so ? 

Laer, Think it no more : 
For nature, crescent, does not grow alone 

W The perfume, and suppliance of a minute ; what is sapplied to us for a- 
aUmte. The idea sfem to be taken from the short duration of vegctaUe 
lerfiime. STEEVENS. 

18* VOL. VIII. 
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In thews, and bulk ; but, as this temple waxes, 

The inward service of the mind and soul 

Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves you now ; 

And now no soil, nor cautel, doth besmirch 

The virtue of his will but, you must fear. 

His greatness weigh'd, his will is not his own : 

For he himself is subject to his birth : 

He may not, as unvalued persons do. 

Carve for himself ; for on his choice depends 

The safety and the health of the whole state ; 

And therefore must his choice be circumscrib'd 

Unto the voice and yielding of that body. 

Whereof he is the head : Then if he says he loves you. 

It fits your wisdom so far to believe it, 

As he in his particular act and place 

May give his saying deed ; which is no further, 

Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 

Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain. 

If with too credent ear you list his songs ; 

Or lose your heart ; or your chaste treasure open 

To bis unmaster'd importunity.* 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister ; 

And keep you in the rear of your affection,* 

Out of the shot and danger of desire. 

The chariest maid is prodigal enough, 

If she unmask her beauty to the moon : 

Virtue itself 'scapes not calumnious strokes : 

The canker galls the infants of the spring. 

Too oft before their buttons be disclos*d ; 

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 

Contagious blastments are most imminent. 

Be wary then : best safety lies in fear ; 

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near. 

Ofih. I shall the effect of this good lesson keep. 
As watchman to my heart : But. good my brother. 
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do. 
Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whilst, like a puflf'd and reckless libertine. 
Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads. 
And recks not his own read.' 

[7I The virtue of hit 'will means his virtuoat iutentiont. CauUl means 
craft. So Coriolanos says : ... ^ ...... 

«< ——Be caught by cautelous baits and practice. ' MASON. 

l8] UnmasterM-i. e licentious. JOHNSON. 

[9] Do not advance to far as your affection would lead yoQ. JOHNSON. 
[1] That it, heeds not hit 0^0 lessons. POPE. 



Acr 1. 



HAMLETi 



If 



Laer, O fear me not. 
I stay too long ; — But here my father comes. 

Enter Polonius. 
A double blessing is a double grace : 
Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 

PoL Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard, for shame ; 
The wind sits in the shoulder of youf^ sail,' 
And you are staid for : There, — my blessing with you ; 

{^Laying his hand on Laertes' head. 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his act. 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 
The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel ; 
But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch'd, unfledg'd comrade.^ Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel : but, being in. 
Bear it that the oppose r may bewai*e of thee. 
Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice : 
Take each man's censure,^ but reserve thy judgment. 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 
But not express'd in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man ; 
And they in France, of the best rank and station, 
Are most select and generous, chief in that. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be ; 
For loan oft loses both itself and friend. 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 
This above all, — To thine ownself be true ; 
And it must follow, as the night the day. 
Thou canst not then be false to any man. 
Farewell ; my blessing season this in thee !^ 

Laer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 

PoL The time invites you ; go, your servants tend. 

Laer. Farewell, Ophelia ; and remember well 
What I have said to you. 



C23 The shoulder of your miV— this is a common sea-phrate. STEEVENS. 

£3] The literal sense is. Do not make thy palm caUoos by 8hakin|[ every 
man by the hand. The ^n^rative meaning mAj be. Do not by promucooas 
coorersation make thy mind insensible to the difference of charactt rs. 

JOHNSON. 

[4] Censure— m>inion. So in X. Henry VI. 

" The king is old enough to give his censure," STEEVENS. . 
[5] Season, for infuse. WARBURTGN.—— It is more than to infose^ it 
ii to Infix it in soch a manner as that it may neyer wear out. JOHNSON. 
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Ofih. 'Tis in my memory lock'd. 
And you yourself shall keep the key of it. 

Laer* Farewell. \Rxit, 

Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he hath said to you } 

Ofih. So please you, something touching the lord 
Hamlet. 

Fol, Marry, wefl bethought : 
*Tis told roe, he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you : and you yourself 
Have of your audience been most free and bounteous. 
If it be so, (as so 'tis put on me, 
And that in way of caution,) 1 must tell you, 
Tou do not understand yourself so clearly. 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 
What is between you f give me up the truth. 

Ofih, He hath, my lord, of late, made many tenders 
Of his affection to me. 

Pol, AflFection ? puh ! you speak like a green girl, 
Unsifted in such perilous circumstance.* 
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them ? 

dfih, I do not know, my lord, what I should think. 

PoL Marry, 111 teach you : think yourself a baby ; 
That you have ta'en these tenders for true pay. 
Which are not sterling. Tender yourself more dearly; 
Or (not to crack the wind of the poor phrase. 
Wronging it thus,) you'll tender me a fool. 

Ofih, My lord, he hath importun'd me with love. 
In honourable fashion. 

PoL Ay, fashion you may call it go to, go to. 

Oph. And hath given countenance to his speech, 
my lord. 

With almost all the holy vows of heaven. 

Pol, Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I do know. 
When the blood burns, how prodigal the boqI 
Lends the tongue vows : these blazes, daughter^. 
Giving more light than heat,— extinct in both^ 
Even in their promise, as it is a making,—- 
You must not take for fire. From this time. 
Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence ; 
Set your entreatments* at a higher rate. 
Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlet^ 
Believe so much in him. That he is young ; 

C6J Sifted means tempted. See St. Luke scxxi. 22. HARRIS. 
[73 She uses fashion for manner, andltt Ibr a transitnt pneHc§* jWM, 
[8] Entrtatments here meaitf company, coavcmtioOi ihni tW Irmdi tl^ 
HtHen. JOHNSON. 
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And ivith a larger tether may he walk,* 
Than may be given you : In few, Ophelia* 
Do not believe his vows : for they are brokers 
Not of that die which their investments show, 
But mere implorators of unholy suits. 
Breathing life sanctified and pious bonds, ' 
The better to beguile. This is for all,— 
I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you so slander any moment's leisure, 
Ar to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet. 
Look to't, I charge you ; come your ways. 

Ofih, I shall obey, my lord. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

The Platform. Enter Hamlet^ Horatio, and Marcellus. 

Ham, The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold. 

Hor. It is a nipping and an eager air. 

Ham, What hour now ? 

Hor, I think, it lacks of twelve. 

Mar, No, it is struck. 

Hor, Indeed ^ I heard it not ; it then draws near the 
season. 

Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk. 

[j1 flourish of trumpets ^ and ordnance shot off, fxfithin. 
What does this mean, my lord ? 

Ham.Tht king doth wake to-night,and takes his rouse. 
Keeps wassel, and the swaggering up-spring reels 
And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down> 
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hor, Is it a custom ? 

Ham, Ayi- marry, is't : 
But to my mind,— though I am native here, . . 

And to the manner born,— it is a custom 
More honoured in the breach, than the observance. 
This heavy-headed revel, east and west. 
Makes us traduc'd, and tax'd of other nations : 
They clepe us, drunkards, and with swinish phrase 
Soil our addition ; and, indeed it takes 
From our achievements, though performed at height, 

C9I Tether is that string by which an animals set to graze ia grounds unlQi- 
closed, is confined within the proper limitf. JOHNSON. 
CI 3 Theobald for konds snbstitates bawds. - JOHNSON. 
£33 The blustering upstart. JOHNSON. $ 
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The pith and marrow of our attribute. ^ 

So, oft it chances in particular men. 

That, for some vicious mole of nature in them^ 

As, in their birth, (wherein they are not guilty. 

Since nature cannot choose his origin,) 

By the o'ergrowth of some complexion,^ 

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason ; 

Or by some habit, that too much o'er-leavens 

The form of plausive manners ;— that these men,— 

Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect ; 

Being nature's livery, or fortune's star,^ 

Their virtues else (be they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may undergo) ' 

Shall in the general censure take corruption 

From that particular fault : The dram of base 

Doth all the noble substance often dout,* 

To his own scandal. 

Enter Ghoat. 

Hor. Look, my lord, it comes ! 

Ham, Angels and ministers of grace defend us f--^ 
Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn'd. 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts from hell, 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable. 
Thou com'st in such a questionable shape. 
That I will speak to thee ; I'll call thee, Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane : O, answer me :^ 
Let me not burst in ignorance ! but tell, 
Why thy canonir/d bones, hearsed in death. 
Have burst their cerements ! why the sepulchre, 
Wherein we saw thee quietly iri-urn'd. 
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws» 



ill The best and most valiuble part of the praise that wooldhe otherwiM 
attributed to us. JOHNSON. 
C4I Complexion— /ium0»r ; as sanguinei melancholy^ phlegmatic. Sec. 

WARBURTON. 
15] As large as can be accnmalated upon man. JOHNSON. 

[63 Dmtt is a word formed by the coalescence of two others (de and Mtf) 
like don for do on, duff for do both of which are used by Shakspeare. In 
Warwickshire they .ilways ^aj^oiU tht candle^ dtut the fire* pat cot or 
extingnish them. STEEVENS. 

(71 Hamlet's speech to the apparition of his father seems to me to consist 
of three parts, when first he sees the spectre, he fortifies Moiself widi a|i 
inyocation, *' Angels and ministers or grace defend as 1*' 

As the spectre approaches, he deliberates with himself, and dettraiaei 
that whatever it be he will venture to address it. 

The five next lines he says while his fiither is advancing ; he then* as he 
had determined, speaks to him. and calls him«-Hamlec, KiBg» Fatiwr, XOfll 
Dane : O, answer me. fDHNSON. 
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To cast thee up again ! What may this mean, 
That tbou, dead corse, again, in complete steel,* 
Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon. 
Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature. 
So h%>rridly to shake our disposition* 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ^ 
Say, why is this ? wherefore ? what should we do ? 

Hor. It beckons you to go away with it. 
As if it some impartment did desire 
Tayou alone. 

Mar. Look, with what courteous action 
It waves you to a more removed ground : 
Bat do not go with it. 

Nor. No, by no means. 

Ham, It will not speak ; then I will follow it. 

Hor. Do not, my lord. 

Ham. Why, what should be the fear ? 
I do not set my life at a pin*s fee : ^ 
And, for my soul, what can it do to that. 
Being a thing immortal as itself ? 
It waves me forth again ; — I'll follow it. 

Hor. What, if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord. 
Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff, 
That beetles o'er his base into the sea ? 
And there assume «ome other horrible form. 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason* 
And draw you into madness i think of it : 
The very place puts toys of desperation, > 
Without more motive, into every brain, 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea, 
And hears it roar beneath. 

Ham, It waves me still :— 
Go on, ru follow thee. 

Mir, Yoo shall ncrt -go, my lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands. 

Hor. Be rul*d, you shall not go. 

Ham, Myfffte cries out. 
And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the N^mean lion's nerve.— {Ghost beckon^^ 



Sr83 It IS prd»able that Shakspeare introdaced his ghost in armour, that k 
appear more solemn by such a discrimination from tlie other «harac« 
; thoogh it was really the costom of the Danish kings to be burled Ux 
manner. Vide O/aw IWrmrtti. cap. 7. STEEVENS. 
C93 Disposition, for/ram^. WARBURTON. 
D) The value of a pin. JOHNSON. 
Vn Toys for tohims, WARBURTON. ^ 



24 



HAMLET. 



Still am I caird ; — unhand me. gentlemen, 

By heaven, I'll make a ghost of him that lets me :s— 
I say, away : — Go on. Til follow thee. ^ 
[Exeunt Ghost and Hamle-c:^ 

Hor. He waxes desperate with imagination. 

Mar, Let's follow ; 'tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hor, Have after To what issue will this come } 

Mar, Something is rotten in the state of Denmark. 

Hor, Heaven will direct it. 

Mar, Nay, let's follow him. \_Excunt, - 



SCENE V. 

A more remote part of the Platform^ Ke-enter Ghoit and H a mlb t. 

Ham, Whither wilt thou lead me ? Speak, I'll go no 

further. 
Ghost. Mark me. 
Ham. I will. 

Ghost, My hour is almost come. 
When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

Ham. Alas, poor ghost ! 

Ghost, Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing 
To what I shall unfold. 
Ham, Speak, I am bound to hear. 
Ghost, So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear. 
Ham. What ? 

Ghost. I am thy father's spirit ; 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night ; 
And, for the day, confin'd to fast in fires. 
Til) the foul crimes, done in my days of nature. 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 
I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young blood ; 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres ; 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part* 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine : 
But this eternal blazon must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood :— List, list, O list ! — - 
If thou didst ever thy dear father love,— 

Ham. O heaven ! 

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder. 



C3] To let among the old authors, signifies, to prevent, to hinder. STEE. 
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Ham. Murder f ^ 

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in. the best it is ; 
But this most foul, strauge, and unnatural. 

Ham. Haste me to know it ; that I, with wings as swift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of love. 
May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost. I find thee apt ; 
And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf,^ 
Would'st thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear : 
'Tis given out, that sleeping in mine orchard, 
A serpent stung me : so the whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged process of my death 
Rankly abus*d : but know, thou noble youth. 
The serpent that did sting thy father's life, 
Kow wears his crown. 

Ham. O, my .prophetic soul ! my uncle ! 

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast. 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts, 
(O wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce !) won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming virtuous queen : 
O, Hamlet, what a falUng-off was there ! 
From me, whose love was of that dignity. 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine ! 

But virtue, as it never will be mov'd. 
Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven ; 
So lust, though to a radiant angel link'd. 
Will sate itself in a celestial bed, 
And prey on garbage. 

Bat, uoh ! methinks, I scent the morning air ; 
Brief let me be :— Sleeping within mine orchard,^ 
My custom always of the afternoon. 
Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 

lO 8haktpeare« aiiparently throogh ignorancet makes Roman Catholics of 
these pagan Diaes ; and here gives a description of purgatory ; bat vet mixes 
it with UM Pagan fable of Lethe's wharf. Whether he did it to insinuate to 
the lodoos Protestants of bis time, that the Pagan and Popish pargatOTv 
stood bodi noon ^ same footing of credibility, or whether it was by the 
same Idiid of Hcentioas inadvertence that Michael Angrlo brought Charon's 
bafk into his pictore of the Last Judgment is not easy to decide. WARS. 

CSl Orchard for garden. So in Romeo and Juliet : 

'* The orchard walls are high, and hard Co climb." 
See also Mnch Ado ahout Kothing, p. 27. STEEVfNS. 
19 VOL. VIII. 
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With juice of cursed hebenon in a vial;* 
And in tlie porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous distilment ; whose effect 
Holds s«jch an enmity with blood of man. 
That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 
And, with a sudden vigour, it doth posset 
And curd, like eager droppings into milkt 
The thin and wholesome blood : so di4 it min^ ; 
And a most instant tetter bark'd about* 
Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust. 
All my -smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand. 
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once despatched : 
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 
Unhousel'd, disappointed, unanel'd : ^ 
No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head : 
O, horrible ! O, horrible ! most horrible 1-* 
If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not ; 
Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury^ and damned incest. 
Butk howsoever thou pursu'st this act. 
Taint not thy mind* nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught ; leave her to heaven. 
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge. 
To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once .* 
The glow-worm shows the matin to be near. 
And ^ins to pale his uneffectual fire.* 
Adieu, adieu, adieu ! remember me. [J 
Ham. O all you host of heaven ! O earth ! What e 
And shall I couple hell O fye ! — Hold, hold, my hei 



{6] The word here used was more probably designed by a meut! 
either of the poet or transcriber, for henebon, that Is, haibane ; of wfak 
<no8t common kind/ hyoscyamus nigfr) is certainly narcotic, aiid perha 
taken in a considerable quantity, might prove |»oisonous. Galen calls ii 
in the third degree ; by which in mis, as well as opium, he teems n 
<nean an actual coldness, bat the power it has of benumbing the facoltl 

G] 

C7l UnJiousel'd, is without having received the sacrament. Disappo 
f>r. Johnson observes, is the same as unappointedt and may beproMrl 
plained unprepared. UnaturdU without extreme unction. ST££V 

t8] It was ingeniously hinted toine by a very learned lady, that dil 
«eem8 to belong to Hamlet, in whose mourh it is a proper and natwn 
^lamation ; and who. according to the practice of the st^, nay be top 
4:n inter-wpt so long a speeeh. JOHNSON. 

193 Far lenvdness. STECVEN8. 

.^ij Fire that is no longer seen when the light of morning approadKi 
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.Aod you, my sinews, grow not instant old*, 
Sat bear me stiffly up ! — Remember thee f 
j\y, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a sear 
Jn this distracted globe. ' Remember thee } 
Tea, from the table of my memory 
III wipe away all trivial fond records. 
All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past. 
That youth and observation copied there ; 
And thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmix'd with baser matter : yes,, by heaven. 
O most pernicious woman ! 

villain, villain, smiling, damned villain ! 
My tables, — meet it is^ I set it down^, 

That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain ; 
At least, I am sure, it may be so in Denmark : [ Writings 
So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word ; 
It is, Adieu^ adieu I remember me* 

1 have swom't. 

jffbr, \within^ My lord, my lord,—— 

Mar. [wiM/n.] Lord Hamlet, 

Hor. [wiVAm.] Heaven secure him ! 
Ham. So be it ! 

Mar. \nx>ithin,'\ Illo, bo, ho, my lord ! 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! Come, bird, come.' 



Mar. How is't, my noble lord ? 
Hor. What news, my lord ? 
Ham. O, wonderful ! 
Hor. Good my lord, tell it. 
Hmm. No 7 
Yoa will reveal it. 
Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 
Mar. Nor I, my lord. 

Ham. How say you then ; would heart of man once 
think it 
But youll be secret,— 



Ham. There's ne^er a villain, dwelling in all Denmark, 
But he's an arrant knave. 

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from the 
^ grave, 

CI ] In this hBoi, coiifiited with tfaooght. STEEVEN8. 
Cal This is the call which falconers nse to their hawk in the ait VBca 
tkey would hm 1dm comt down to them. H ANMER. 



"Enter Horatio and Marobllus. 
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To tell US this. 

Ham, Why, right ; you are in the right ; 
And so, without more circumstance at all, 
I hold it fit, that we shake hands, and part : 
You, as your business, and desire, shall point yoa 
For every man hath business, and desire. 
Such as it is, — and, for my own poor part. 
Look you, I will go pray. 

Hor, These are but wild and whirling words, my lord. 

Ham, I am sorry they oflfend you, heartily ; yes, 
'Faith, heartily. 

Hot, There's no offence, my lord. 

Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrick, 2 but there is, Horatio» 
And much offeree too. Touching this vision here,—- 
It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you : 
For your desire to know what is between us, 
O'er-master it as you may. And now, good friendih 
As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers. 
Give me one poor request. 

Hor. What is't, my lord i 
We will. 

Ham, Never make known what you have seen to-night. 
Hor, Mar, My lord, we will wot. 
Ham, Nay, but swear't. 
Hor. In faith. 
My lord, not I. 
Mar. Nor I, my lord> in faith. 
Ham, Upon my sword.* 
Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already. 
Ham. Indeed, upon my "sword, indeed^ 
Ghost. [beneathJ] Swear. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy ! say^st thou so i Art thou there, 
true-penny ? 

Come on, — you hear this fellow in the cellaragie,-*- 
Consent to swear. 
Hor, Propose the oath, my lord. 



ill How the poet comes to make Hamlet swear by St. PMrick, I know 
nor. However, at this time all the northern world had their IcarninK firont 
Ireland ; to which place it had retired^ and there flourbhed onder the aus- 
pice* of this Saint. But it was, I scppose^ only said at random ; for he 
makes Hamlet a student at Wittenberg. WARBlfRTON. 

C4] It was common to swear opon the sword, that is, npoa the cross which 
the old swords always had npon the hilt. JOHNSON. 

Spenser observes tnat the Irish in his time> 1596* ased commonly to swear 
by their sword. Thts costom Is of the highest ant^alty ; having nrevailed** 
M we learn from Lodan^ aatoDgst tke Bcpdiian* MALOME. 
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Ham. Nev er to speak of this that you have seen. 
Swear by my sword. 
Ghoat. [beneath.] Swear. 

Hatn. Hie ^ ubique ? then we'll shift our ground 
Come hither, gentlemen. 
And lay your hands again upon my sword : 
Swear by my sword. 

Never to speak of this that you have heard. 
Ghoat. [bi£neath,\ Swear by his sword. 
HaTn^ Well said, old mole ! canst work i'the eartlv 
so fast ? 

A worthy pioneer ! — Once more remove, good friends. 

Hor. O day and night, but this is wondrous strange. 

Ham, And therefore as a stranger give it welcome. 
There are more things in heaven and earthy Horatio, 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 
But come ;— 

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy ! 
How strange or odd soe'er I bear myself. 
As I, perchance, hereafter shall think meet 
To put an an tick disposition on, — 
That you, at such times seeing me, never shall. 
With arms encurober'd thus, or this head-shake, 
Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase. 
As, WelUwellyWeknow; — or, We could, an if ive would i 
-^T.Ifwe Hat to apeak; — or ^There be, an if they migh4; — 
Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 
That you know aught of me : Tills do you swear. 
So grace and mercy at your most need help you ! 
Ghoat. {^beneath,} Swear. 

Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit ! — So, gentlemen,. 
With all my love I do commend me to you : 
And what so poor a roan as Hamlet is 
May do, to express his love and friending to you, 
God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in together ; 
And still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 
The time is out of joint cursed spite 1 
That eyer I was born to set it right ! 
Kay, come, let's go together. [^jp/tmf; 
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ACT 11. 

SG£NE I.— R^om in PoloviusV Howe. Enter P01.ONIUS 
and Reynaldo. 

Pol, Give him this money, and these notes, Rey- 

nalda 
Rey, I will, my lord. 

PoL You shall do marvellous wisely, good Reynald^, 
Before you visit him, to make inquiry 
Of kis behaviour. 

Rey, My lord, I did intend it. 

PoL Marry, well said : very well said. Look you, sir. 
Inquire me first what Danskers' are in Paris ; 
And how, and who, what means, and where they keep^ 
What company, at what expence ; and finding. 
By this incompassment and drift of qucsUon, 
That they do know my son, come you more nearer 
Than your particular demands will touch it. 
Take you, as 'twere, some distant knowledge of him > 
As thus, — I knovf hia father ^ and hia/rienda, 
jind^ in flart, him ; — Do you mark this, Reynaldo } 

Rey, Ay, very well, my lord. 

Pol, And^ in jiart, him ; — but, you may say, 710/ well' 
But, i/*t be he Imean^ he* a very wild ; 
Addicted ao and ao ; — and there put on him 
What forgeries you please : marry, none so rank 
As may dishonour him ; take heed of that ; 
But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips, 
As are companions nbted and most known 
To youth and liberty. 

Rey, As gaming, my lord. 

Pol, Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, quarrellihgr 
Drabbing : — You may go so far. 

Rey. My lord, that would dishonour him. 

Pol, *Faith, no ; as you may season it in the charge. 
You must not put another scandal on him. 
That he is open to incontiriency ; ^ 
That's not my meaning : but breathe his faults so quaintly, 
That they may seem the taints of liberty : 
The flash and out-break of a fiery mind ; 
A savageness in unreclaimed blood, ^ 

C5I Danske (in Warner's Albion's £ngland) is the ancient nanae of t^^O' 
aurk. STEEVENS. 
l€] Savageness iofuildms, WARBURTOl^. 
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Ofgeneral assault. ^ 

Jfcy. But, my good lord,— 

JPqL Wherefore should you do this } 

Mey, Ay, my lord, 
I would know that. 

Marry, sir, here's my drift ; 
And, I believe, it is a fetch of warrant : 
You laying these sliest sullies on my son, 
As 'twere a thing a little soiPd i'the workings 
Mark you. 

Your party in converse, him you would sound. 
Having ever seen in the prenominate crimes,* 
The youth, you breathe of, guilty, be assur'd, 
ne closes with you in this consequence ; 
Good air, or so ; or friend, or gentleman,^ 
According to the phrase, or the addition, 
Of man, and country. 

Rey, Very good, my lord. 

Pol. And then, sir, does he this,— He does— 
What was I about to say ^ — By the mass, I was about 
to say something :— Where did I leave t 

Rey, At, closes in the consequence. 

Pot At, closes in the consequence, — jfy, marry ; 
He closes with you thus i know the gentleman ; 
I saw him yesterday, or toother day. 
Or then, or then ; with auch, or such s and, as you sayr 
There was he gaming ; there overtook in his rouse ; 
There falling out at tennis : or, fterchance^ 
I saw him enter such a house of sale, 
(Videlicet^ a brothel,} or so forth, — 
See you now ; 

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth : 

And thus do we of wisdom and of reach. 

With windlaces, and with assays of bias, 

By indirections find directions out ; 

9o, by former lecture and-advice. 

Shall you my son. You have me, have you not ^ 

Rey. My lord, I have. 

Pol, God be wi» you : fare you well. 

Rey. Good my lord,— 

Pol. Observe his inclination in yourself.* 

Rey. I shall, my lord. _ _ 

Cr] i. e. Such as yoatb in geceral is liable to. WARBURTON. 

l83 Crimci already named. ST£EV£NS. 

[9] In yoar own person, not by spies, JOHNSON. 
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Pol. And let him ply hiB music. 

Rey, Well, my lord. \JExiU 

Enter Ophelia. 

Po/.Fare well !— How now»Ophelia ? what's the matter^ 

Ofih. O, my lord, my lord, I have been so affrighted ! 

Pol. With what. In the name of heaven ? 

Ofik. My lord, as I was sewing in mv closet* 
Lord Hamlet, — with his doublet all unbrac'd ; 
No hat upon his head ; his stockings fbul'd, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his ancle 
Pale as his shirt ; his knees knocking each other ; 
And with a look so piteous in purpose. 
As if he bad been loosed out of hell. 
To speak of horrors, — he comes before me^ 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Ofih, My lord, I do not know ; 
But, truly, I do fear it. 

PoL What said he i 

Ofih, He took me by the wrist, and held me hard ^ 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow. 
He falls to such perusal of my face, 
As he would draw it. Long staid he so ; 
At last, — a little shaking of mine arm. 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down,— 
He rais*da sigh so piteous and profound, 
As it did seem' to shatter all his bulk. 
And end his being : That done, he lets me go : 
And, with his head over his shoulder tum'd. 
He seem'd to find his way without his eyes ; 
For out o'doors he went without their helps, 
And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

PoL Come, go with me ; I will go seek the king. 
This is the very ecstacy of love ; 
Whose violent property foredoes itself, 
And leads the will to desperate undertakings* 
As oft as any passion under heaven, 
That does afiBict oar natures. I am sorry i— 
What, have you given him any hard words of late ^ 

Ofih. No, my good lord ; but, as you did commaDd». 
I did repel his letters, and denied 
His access to me. 

CO pojm-iyvtd means, hanging down like the lootc eiOCflBt wU^ CS» 
incs the fetten roniid the mStt. STISVEKS. 
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PoL That hath made him mad. 
I am sorry, that with better hised and judgment, 
1 bad not quoted him.* I fearM, he did but trifie, 
' And meant to wreck thee ; but, beshrew tiny jealousy I 
It seems, it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions, 
As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion.^ Come, go we to the king : 
This roust be known ; which, being kept close* might 
move 

More grief to hide, than hate to utter love.^ 

Come. [Exemu 

SCENE II. 

A Room in the Ceutlt. Enter J^ing, ^ueen, Rosbncrantz, 
GvxLDENSTBRK, and Attendant. 

King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz, and Guildenstem f 
Moreover that we much did long to see you. 
The need, we have to use you, did provoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet's transformation ; so I call it, 
Sisee aot the exterior nor the inward man 
Resembles that it was : What it should be, 
More than his father's death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the understanding of himself, % 
I cannot dream of : I entreat you both, 
That,^being of so young days brought up with him : 
And, since, so neighboured to his youth and humour,'— 
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court 
Some little time : so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures ; and to gather. 
So much as from occasion you may glean. 
Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus. 
That, open'd, lies within our remedy. 

Queen, Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you ; 
And, sure I am, two men there are n ot living, 

C23 To qmUp Is I bellere, to reckon, to take an account of, to take tke^ 
ftuxtient or result of a computation. JOHNSON. 

C3l This is not the remark of a weak man. The vice of age is too much 
aospicion. Men long accustomed to the wiles of life cast commonly bej^md 
themselves, let their cunning go farther than reason can attend it. Thit is 
always the faalt of a little miud, made artful by long commerce with the 
world. JOHNSON. 

C4] This mast be aiade known to the king« for (being kept tcaret) the 
fc id i a g H amlefc^ lov might occasion more mischief to as from Urn mdths 
mcf* thaa the uttering or revealing of it will oocasion batd ntmfmtm 
UoSk^Met. JOttfiUON. 
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To ^hom he more adheres. If it will please you 
To show us so much gentry, and good will. 
As to expend your time with us a while^ 
For the supply and profit of our hope* 
Your visitation shall receive SQch thanks 
As fits a king's remembrance. 

Boa. Both your majesties 
Might, by the sovereign power vou have of as^ 
Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreatv. 

Guil. But we both obey ; 
And here give up ourselves, in the fiill bent». 
, To lay our service freely at yoor feet* 
To be commanded. 

King. Thanks, Rosencrantz, and gentle GuildenstdB* 

Queen. Thanks, Guildenstem, and gentle RosencraDts: 
And I beseech vou instantly to visit 
My too much changed son.— Go, some of yoa. 
And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

GuU. Heavens make our presence, and oor practice!^ 
Pleasant and helpful to him ! 

Queen, Ay, amen. 

{Exeunt Ros. Guil. and some AttendantM* 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. The embassadors from Norway, my good lord, 
Are joyfully return 'd. 

King, Thou still hast been the father of good news. 

PoL Have I; my lord ? Assure you, my good liege,. 
I hold my duty, as I hold my soul. 
Both to my God, and to my gracious king : 
And I do think,(or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail* of policy so sore 
As it hath us*d to do) that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy. 

King^ O, speak of that ; that do I long to hear. 

Pol. Give nrst admittance to the embassadors ; 
My news shall be the fruit to that great feast.* 

King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring them ii>. 

[Exit P0L0NXV9* 

He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found 
The head and source of all your son's distemper. 

Queen. I doubt, it is no other but the main ; 
His father's death, and our o'er-hasty marriage* 

tsY TIm trail U the coma of an aaiiaal pumedbr the totaCr lOHNraii 
m The fruit, the Jetert after the meat. JOHNSON. 
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Re-enter PoLOKZVSy wVA VoltzmAnd am/CoRKBLZvs. 

Sxng. Well, we shall sift him. — Welcome, my good 
friends ! 

Say, Voltimand, what from oar brother Norway ? 

YoL Most fair return of greetings, and desires. 
Upon our first, he sent out to suppress 
Uis nephew's levies ; which to him appear'd 
To be a preparation 'gainst the Polack ; 
Bat, better look'd into, he truly found 
It was against your highness : Whereat grievM,— 
That so his sickness, age, and impotence 
Was falsely borne in hand,— sends out arrests 
On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys ; 
Receives reboke from Norway ; and, in fine. 
Makes tow before his unele, never more 
To give the assay of arms against your majesty. 
Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy. 
Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee ; 
And his commission, to employ those soldiers. 
So levied as before, against the Polack : 
With an entreaty, herein further shown, 

[Gives a fiafier. 
That it might please you to give quiet pass 
Through your dominions for this enterprize ; 
On sucn regards of safety, and allowance. 
As therein are set down. 

King. It likes us well ; 
And, at our more consider*d time, we'll read, 
Answer, and think upon this business. 
Mean time, we thank you for your well-took labour i 
Co to your rest ; at night we'll feast together :^ 
Most welcome home ! [Exeunt Volt, and Cor. 

FoL This business is well ended. 
My liege, and madam, to expostulate* 
What majesty should be, what duty is, 
Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time. 
Therefore,— since brevity is the soul of wit. 
And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes,— 
I wiH be brief : Your noble son is mad : 
Mad call I it : for, to define true madness. 
What is't, but to be nothing else but mad : 
But let that go. 



£22 The king's intemperance is never sofferedto beCorgotten. TOHNSOIf 
m f o etcpoautatt tor to inqmre or discuss, V^ARBURTOm. 
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Queen. More matter, with lesB art 

Pol. Madam, I swear, I use no art at all. 
That he is mad, 'tis true : 'tis true, 'tis pity ; 
And pity 'tis, 'tis true : a foolish figure. 
But farewell it, for I will use no art. 
Mad let us grant him then : and now remains. 
That we find out the cause of this effect i 
Or, rather say, the cause of this defect ; 
For this effect, defective, comes by cause : 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 
Perpend. 

I have a daughter ; have, whilst she is mine i 

Who, in her duty and obedience, mark. 

Hath given me this : Now gather, and sormise. 

—7^0 the cele9tial,and my uouVa idoltthemoit beautified^' 

Ofihelia^^ 

That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase ; beautified is a vile 

phrase ; but you shall hear.— Thus : 

In her excellent white bosom, these , &c^ 

Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her } 

Pol. Good madam, stay awhile ; I will be faithful.— 

Doubt thou^ the stars are fire ; {Reads. 

Doubt, that the sun doth move : 
Doubt truth to be a liar ; 
But never doubt. Hove. 
O dear Ofihelia, lam ill at these numbers ; I have not 
art to reckon my groans : but that Hove thee best, 
most best, believe it. Adieu. 

Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst 
this machine is to him, Hamleti 

This, in obedience, hath my daughter shown roe : 
And more above,* hath his solicitings. 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place. 
All given to mine ear. 

King. But how hath she 
Heceiv'd his love ? 

Pol. What do you think of me ? 

IRng. As of a man faithful and honourable. 

Pol. I would fain prove so. But what might yea thmk, 
When I had seen this hot love on the wing, 
(As I perceiv'd it, I must telLyou that. 
Before my daughter told me,) what might yon. 



C»I Morewrer, besides. JOHNSON. 
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Or my dear majesty your queen here, think, 

If I had play'd the desk, or table-book 

Or given my heart a working, route and dumb ; 

Or look'd upon this love with idle sight ; 

What might you think i no, I went round to work,* 

And my young mistress thus did I bespeak ; 

t>ord Hamlet is a firince out of thy afihere ; 

This must not be : and then I precepts gave her. 

That she should lock herself from his resort, 

Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 

Which done, she took the fruits of my advice ;^ 

And he, repulsed, (a short tale to make,) 

Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast ; 

Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness ; 

Thence to a lightness ; and. by this declension » 

Into the madness wherein now he raves. 

And all we mourn for.^ 

JRng, Do you think, 'tis this 

Queen, It may be, very likely. 

Pol. Hath there been such a time, (I'd fain know that,) 
That I have positively said, 'Tis «o. 
When it prov'd otherwise ? 

J^ing. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this. If this be otherwise : 

[Pointing to Mb head and shoulder. 
If circumstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know, sometimes he walks four hours to> 
gether. 
Here in the lobby. 

Queen. So he does, indeed. 

Pol. At such a time 111 loose my daughter to him : 
- Be you and I behind an arras then ; 
Mark the encounter : if he love her not. 
And be not from his reason fallen thereon. 
Let me be no assistant for a state. 
But keep a farm, and carters. 

JSIng. We will try it. 

CO If I had locked ap this secret in my own breast, as closely as It were 
conmied in a desk or table-book. - MALONE. 

[3] Roundly* without reser\'e. So Polonios, in the third act# 
** be round with him." STEEVENS. 

[31 She took thM fruits of advice when she obeyed advict» the adficc wae 
then maAcfruitSul. JOHNSON. 

t43 See Illustrations, Vol. IX. 

20 VOL. VIII. 
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Act -it. 



Enter Haklet, reading. 

Queen, But, look, where sadly the poor wretch 

comes reading. 
Pol, Away, 1 do beseech you, both away ; 
I'll board him presently : — O, give me leave.— 

lExeunt King, Queen, and Attendants. 
How does my good lord Hamlet ? 
Ham, Well, God-'a-mercy. 
PoL Do you know me, my lord ? 
^Ham. Excellent well ; you are a fishmonger. 
Pol, Not 1, my lord. 

Ham, Then I would you were so honest a man. 
PoL Honest, my lord ? 

Ham, Ay, sir ; to be honest, as this world goes, is tb 
be one man picked out of ten thousand. 

Pol, That's very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead dog, 
being a god, kissing carrion,—— Have you a daughter i 

PoL 1 have, my lord. 

Ham, Let her not walk i'the sun : conception is a 
blessing ; but as your daughter may conceive,— friend, 
look to't. 

Pol, How say you by that i {Aside,"] Stilt harping on 
my dau^ter : — yet he knew me not at first ; he said, I 
was a fishmonger : He is far gone, far gone : and, truly 
in my youth I suffered much extremity for love ; very 
near this. 1*11 speak to him again. — What do yoa read, 
my lord ? 

Ham, Words, words, words ! 

PoL What is the matter, my lord i 

Ham, Between who i 

Pol, 1 mean, the matter that you read, my lord. 

Ha7n, Slanders, sir : for the satirical rogue says here, 
that old men have grey beards ; that their faces are 
wrinkled ; their eyes purging thick amber, and plum- 
tree gum ; and that they have a pientifuUackof wit, to- 
gether with most weak hams : All of which, sir, though 
I most powerfully and potently believe, yet I hold It not 
honesty to have it thus set down ; for yourself, sir, shall 
be as old as I am, if, like a crab, you could go backward* 

PoL Though this be madness, yet there's method in k. 
\^A8ide,'] Will you walk out of the air, my lord ? 

Ham, Into my grave ? 

PoL Indeed, that is out o'the air.— How pregnant 
somelimeshis replies are ! a happiness that often flsad* 
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ness hits on, which reason and sanity could not so pros- 

Serously be delivered of. I will loave him, and sad- 
enly contrive the means of meeting between him and 
my daughter. — My honourable lord, I will most humbly 
take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any thing that I 
will more willingly part withal ; except my life, except 
my life, except my life. 
PoL Fare you well, my lord. 
Ham, These tedious old fools ! 

JSnr^r RosENCRANTZ and Guildensterk. 
PoL You go to seek the lord Hamlet ; there he is. 
Ro8. God save you, sir ! [To Polonius. Ex. Vol, 
GuiL My honoured lord !— 
Bos. My most dear lord ! — 

Ham. My excellent good friends ! How dost thou, 
Guildenstern ? — Ah, Rosencrantz ! Good lads, how do 
ye both 

Bos. As the indifferent children of the earth. 
GuiL Happy, in that we are not overhappy : 
On fortune^s cap we are not the very button. 
Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe ^ 
Bo8. Neither, my lord. 

Ros. Then you live about her waist, or in the middle 
of her favours ? 

GuiL 'Faith, her privates we. 

Ham. In the secret parts of fortune ? O, most true ; 
she is a strumpet. What news f 

Ro9, None, my lord ; but that the world's growR 
honest. 

Ham. Then is dooms-day near : But your news is 
not true. Let me question more in particular : What 
have you, my good .friends, deserved at the hands of 
fortune, that she sends you to prison hither i 

GuiL Prison, my lord ! 

Ham. Denmark's a prison. 

Ros. Then is the world one. 

Ham. A goodly one ; in which there are many con- 
fines, wards, and dungeons ; Denmark being one o'the 
worst. 

Ros. We think not so, my lord. 

Ham. Why, then 'tis none to you ; for there is noth- 
ing either good or bad, but thinking makes it so : tO' 
me it is a prison. 
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Ro8, Wh3r, then your ambition makes it one : 'tis too 
narrow for y^ur mind. 

Ham. O God ! I could be bounded in a nut-shell, 
and count myself a king of infiYiite space, were it not 
that I have bad dreams. 

Guil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition ; for the 
very substance of the ambitious is merely the shadow 
of a dream. 

Ham, A dream itself is but a shadow. 

Roa. Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy and light 
a quality, that it is but a shadow's shadow. 

Ham, Then are our beggars, bodies ; and our mon- 
archs, and outstretch 'd heroes, the beggars' shadows :^ 
Shall we to the court i for, by my fay, 1 cannot reason. 

Roa. GuiL We'll wait upon you. 

Ham. No such matter : I will not sort you with the 
rest of my servants : for, to speak to you like an honest 
man, I am most dreadfully attended. But, in the beat- 
en way of friendship, ivhat make you at Elsinore ? 

Roa» To visit you, my lord ; no other occasion. 
. Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks ; 
but I thank you : and sure, dear friends, my thanks are 
too dear, a halfpenny. Were you not sent for ? Is it 
your own inclining ? Is it a ,free visitation ? Come, 
come, deal justly with me : come, come ; nay, speak. 

GuiL What should we say, my lord 

Ham. Any thing—but to the purpose. You were sent 
for ; and there is a kind of confession in your looks, 
which your modesties have not craft enough to colour : 
I know, the good king and queen have sent for yoo. 

Roa. To what end, my lord ? 

Ham. That you must teach me. But let me conjure 
you, by the rights of our fellowship, by the consonancy 
of our youth, by the obligation of our ever-preserved 
love, and by what more dear a better proposer could 
charge you withal, be even and direct with me, wheth* 
er you were sent for, or no i 

Roa, What say you [To Guild. 

Ham, Nay, then I have an eye of you [./fwcf^.]— - 
if you love me, hold not off. 

Guil. My lord, we were sent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why ; so shall my anticipation 
prevent your discov ery, and your sec recy to the king 

[4] Shakspeare seems here to design ' a ridicule of these declamaiHoot 
against wealth and greatness, that seefls to make happinc^ conaist ia pm- 
eity. JOHNS. I have a glimpte of yoor meaaing. {iTSEV* 
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and queen moult no feather. I have of late» (but, 
wherefore, I know not,) lost all my mirth, forgone all 
custom of exercises : and, indeed, it goes so heavily 
with my disposition, that this goodly frame, the earth, 
seems to me a steril promontory ; this most excellent 
canopy, the air, look you, this brave o*er-hanging fir- 
mament, this majestical roof fretied with golden fire, 
why, it appears no other thing to me, than a foul and 
pestilent congregation of vapours-. What a piece of 
work is a man ! how noble in reason ! how infinite in 
faculties^! in form, and moving, how express and admU 
rable ! in action, how like an angel ! in apprehension, 
how like a god ! the beauty of the world ! the paragon 
of animate ! and yet, to me, what is this quintessence of 
dust ^ man delights not me, nor woman neither 
though, by your smiling, you seem to say so. 

Eo9i My lord, there is no such stuff in my thoughts. 

Jfam. Why did you laugh then, when I said Maw 
dtlights not me ? 

Bos. To think, my lord, if you delight not in man; 
what lenten^ entertainment the players shall receive 
from you : we coted> them on the way, and hither are 
they coming, to offer you service. ^ 

Ham. He that plays the king, shall be welcome; his-^ 
majesty shall have tribute of me : the adventurous 
knight shall use his foil, and target : the lover shall not 
sigh gratis : the humorous man shall end his part in 
peace : the clown shall make those laugh whose lungs 
are tickled o'the sere:* and the lady shall say her 
mind freely, or the blank verse shall halt for't.— What- 
players are they ? 

Roa. Even those you were wont to take such delight 
in, the tragedians of the city. 

Ham, How chances it, they travel ? their residence, 
both in reputation and profit, was better both ways. 

Ro8. I think, their inhibition comes by the means of 
the late innovation. 

Ifanu Do they hold the same estimation they did when 
r was in the city ^ Are they so followed ^ 

[62 This is an admirable description of a rooted melancholy sprung from 
thickness of blood ; and artfully imngioed to hide the true cause of hts dis- 
order from the penftratien of these two friends, who were set over him <ts 
spies. WARBURTON. 

Ijl Sparinir ; like the entertainments Riven in Lent. STEEVENS. 

m To cete is to overtake. STEEVENS 

[o j Thotte who are asthmati^a), and to whom laoghter is most oneasyk 
This is the case, as I am mid, with those whose hmgt are tickled by tht- 
stre or serum, STEEVENS. 

20* VOL. VIII. A 
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RoB» No, indeed, they are not. 

Ham, How comes it } Do they grow rusty ? 

Rob, Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted 
pace : But there is, sir, an aiery of children, little 
eyases,' that cry out on the top of question, and are 
most tyrannically clapped for*t : these are now the 
fashion ; and so berattle the common stages, -(so they 
call them) that many» wearing rapiers, are afraid of 
goose-quills, and dare scarce come thither. 

Ham, What, are they children ? who maintains them? 
how are they escoted Will they pursue the quality no 
longer than they can sing .^3 will they not say after- 
wards, if they should grow themselves to common play- 
ers, (as it is most like, if their means are no better) 
their writers do them wrong, to make them exclaim 
against their own succession i 

hos. 'Faith, there has been much to do on both 
sides ; and the nation holds it no sin, to tarre them on 
to controversy there was, for a while, no money bid 
for argument, unless the poet and the player went to 
cuffis in the question. 

Ham, Is it possible ? 

GuiLO, there has been much throwing about of brains^ 
Ham, Do the boys carry it away i 
Ros, Ay, that they do, my lord ; Hercules and hi» 
load too.* 

Ham. It is not very strange : for my uncle is king of 
Denmark and those, that would make mouths at him 
while my father lived, give twenty, forty, fifty, an hun- 
dred ducats a-piece, for his picture in little. 'Sblood, 
there is something in this more than natural, if philoso- 
phy could find it out. {^Flourish of trumpets within. 

Guil, There are the players. 

Ham, Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsinore. Your 
hands. Come then : the appurtenance of welcome is 

111 See Illustrations, Vol. IX. 

[33 Paid. From the French escot ; a shot or reckoning. JOHNSON. 

t33 profession. Will they follow the profission of players no 

longer than they keep the voices of bojrs ? JOHNSON. 

[4] To provoke any animal to rage. Is to tarre him. JOHNSON. 

Thev not only carry away the world, but the world«brarer too : Al- 
ing to the story of Hercnles^s relieving Atlas. WARBURTON. 

The alAision may be to the Globe playhouse on the Banksidc> the sign of 
which was Hercules carrying the Globe. STEEVENS. 

[6] 1 do not wonder that the new players have so suddenly risen rorep» 
tat ton* my uncle supplies another example of the facility with wbich boBOor 
is coufcrrcd open new cbiznaots. JOHNSON. 
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£uhion and ceremony : let me comply with yoa in this 
garb ; lest my extent to the players, which, I tell yod» 
most show fairly outward, should more appear like eo* 
tertainment than yours. You are welcome : bat my 
QQcle-father, and aunt-mother, are deceived. 
Gml. In what, my dear lord ^ 

Ham, I am but mad north-north-west : when the wind 
is southerly, I know a hawk from a handsaw. 

Enter Polonius. 

FoL Well be with you, gentlemen ! 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstem ; — and you too at 
each ear a hearer : That great baby, you see there, is 
not yet out of his swaddling-clouts. 

JR08. Happily, he's the second time come to them ; 
for, they say, an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. 1 will prophecy, he comes to tell me of the 
players ; Mark it. — You say right, sir : o*Monday 
morning ; 'twas then, indeed. 

PoL My lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you. When Ros* 
cius was an actor in Rome, 

Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz ! 

Pol. Upon mine honour,— 

Ham, Then came each actor on his ass, ' 
. PoL The best actors in the world, either for tragedy, 
comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral-comical, historical- 
pastoral, tragical-historical, tragical-comical-historical- 
pastoral, scene individable, or poem unlimited : Seneca 
cannot be too heavy, nor Plautus too light.7 For the law 
ijf writ, and the liberty, these are the only men. 

Ham. O Jefihthah, judge o/Israely-^yihsLt a treasure 
kadst thou ! 

Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord ? 
Ham. Why — One fair daughter, and no more^ 
The which he loved passing well. 

Pol. Still on my daughter. [jlside. 

Ham. Am I not i' the right, old Jephthah i 

Pol, If you call me Jephthah, my lord, I have a daugh* 
ler, that I love passing well. 
Ham. Nay, that follows not. 

Pol. What follows then, my lord ? 

Cz] The tragedies of Seneca were translated into En^lisb by Tbomas 
Newton. One comedy of r]aatus> the Mtn^hmi, WRS likewise translated 
and jmUiihed in ST££y£NS. 
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Ham. Why, Aa by lot^ God wot,^ and then, you know. 
It came to fiaaa. As most like it fera«,— The first row of 
the pious chanson will show you more ;* for look, my 
abridgment comes. 

Enter Four or Five Players, 
You are welcome, masters ; welcome, all atn glad to 
gee thee well : — welcome, good friends. — O, old friend \ 
Why, thy face is valanced' since I saw thee last ; Com'st 
thou to beard me in Denmark i — What \ my young lady 
and mistress ! By'r-lady, your ladyship is nearer to hea- 
ven, than when I saw you last, by the altitude of a chop- 
ine.* Pray God, your voice, like a piece of uncurrent 
gold, be not cracked within the ring.'— Masters, you are 
all welcome. We'll e'en to't like French falconers, fly at 
any thing we see : We'll have a speech straight. Come» 
give us a taste of your quality; come,a passionate speech. 

1 Play. What speech, my lord i 

Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech once, but it was 
never acted ; or, if it was, not above once : for the play, I 
remember, pleased not the million : 'twas caviare to the 
general;^ but it was (as I received it, and others, whose 
judgments, in such matters, cried in the top of mine,) an 
excellent play; well digested in the scenes,set down with 
as much modesty as cunning. 1 remember,one said,there 
were no sallets in the lines, to make the matter savoury ; 
nor no matter in the phrase, that might indite the author 
of affection but called it, an honest method,* as 
wholesome as sweet, and by very much more handsome 
than fine. One speech in it I chiefly loved : *twa» 
iEneas' tale to Dido ; and thereabout of it especially, 
where he speaks of Priam's slaughter : If it live in your 
memory, begin at this line ; let me see, let me see ;— • 



[8 j The old song from which these quotations are raken« is printed in the 
2d and 3d edit, of Dr. Percy's Reliqoes of ancient English poetry. STEEV. 

[o] The bious chanumi were a kind of Christmas carols* rontaining some 
«icrlpCural history thrown into loose rhymes, and song aboot tlie streets by 
the common people when they wentfat that season to solicit alms. STEEV. 

li ] Fringed with a beard. The valance is the ft-ingei or drapery hiangiog 
ronnd the tester of a bed. M ALONE. 1- ^ • • 

[2] A chioppine is a high shoe or clog, worn by the Italian. S'HSEVENS. 

[3I That is> cracked to4 much for use* This is said to a yoiftie rtayer who 
acted the parts of women. JOHNSON . 

The caviare is the spawn of tht; sterlett, a 6sh of the sturgeon kind* 
wnich seldom g'ows above thirty inches long. It is fomid in many of the 
rivers of Riissia, hot the Volga prodoces the best and in die ^^^^^iJ^' 

[5] Convict the author of being a fantastical affected'Writer* snSV* 
[6J Hmst f&r chaiU. W ATO\3^lTOH. 
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The rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcanian beaatf-^ 
'tis not so ; it begins with Pyrrhus. 

The rugged Pyrrhus^ — he^ %uho9e sable arma^ 
Black 08 his fiurfiose^ did the night resemble 
When he lay couched in the ominous horse. 
Hath now this dread and black complexion smeared 
With heraldry more dismal ; head to foot 
Abw is he total gules horridly tricked 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, sons ; 
Bak^d and impasted with the parching streets^ 
That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their lord s murder : Boasted in wrath, and fir e^ 
And thus oversized with coagulate gore. 
With eyes like cqrbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus 
Oldgrandsire Priam seeks ; — So proceed you. 
Pol. 'Fore God, my lord, well spoken ; with good ac- 
cent, and good discretion. 

1 Play. Anon he finds him 
Striking too short at Greeks ; his antique swordy 
Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls. 
Repugnant to command : Unequal matched, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives ; in rage, strikes wide ; 
But with the whiff and wind of his fell sword 
The unnerved father falls. Then senseless Ilium, 
Seeming to feel this blow, with faming top 
Stoops to his base ; and with a hideous crash 
. Takes prisoner Pyrrhus* ear : for, lo I his sword 
Which was declining on the milky head 
Of reverend Priam, seemed iUhe air to stick : 
So^aa a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood ; 
And^ like a neutral to his will and matter, 
Did nothing. 

But^ aa we often see, against some storm, 
A silence in the heavens, the rack stand stilly 
The bold winds speechless, and the orb below 
Aa hush as death : anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region : So, after Pyrrhus* pause, 
A roused vengeance sets him new a work ; 
And never did the Cyclops* hammers fall 
On Mats's armour, forg*d for proof eteme. 
With less remorse than Pyrrhus* bleeding sword 
JVbw falls on Priam, — 

Out, out, thou strumpet. Fortune I All you gods. 



M Gntts i« « term in the butaraot iar«oii pccttUtr to heraOdryv miMgr 
u^rfd. S.T££V£Na. 
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In general synods take away her tiov>er ; 
Break all the sfiokea and fellies from her wheels 
And bowl the round nave dovm the hill of heatren^ 
As low as to the fends I 
Pol. This is too long. 

Ham. It shall to the barber's, with your beard.— 
Pr'ythee, say on : — He's for a jig, or a tale of bawdry, 
or he sleeps : — say on : come to Hecuba. 

1 Play. But whot ah wo ! had seen the mobledqueen^'^ 
Ham. The mobled queen t 
Pol. That's good ; mobled qneen is good. 

1 Play. Run barefoot ufi and down^ threatening the 
kames 

TVith oisson rheum ;^ a clout ufian tKat head^ 
Where late the diadem stood ; and, for a robe^ 
About her lank and all o'er-teemed loins^ 
A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught ufi i . 
Who this liad seeii, with tongue in venom steeffd^ 
* Gainst for tun<e*s state wouldtreasonhavefironounc^d: 
But if the gods themselves did see her then^ 
When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sjfiort 
In mincing with his sword her husband's limbs i 
The instant burst of clamour that she made^ 
( Unless things mortal move them not at all^J 
Would have made milch the burning eye of heaven. 
And fiassion in the gods. 

Pol. Look, whether he has not turned his colour, and 
has tears in's eyes. — Pr'ythee, no more. 

Ham. 'Tis well ; I'll have thee speak out the rest of 
this soon. — Good my lord, will you see the players well 
bestowed ^ Do you hear, let them be well used ; for they 
are the abstract, and brief chronicles, of the time. 
After your death you were better have a bad epitaph, 
than their ill report while you live. 

Pol. My lord, I will use them according to their desert. 

Ham. Odd's bodikin, man, much better : Use every 
man after his desert,and who shall 'scape whipping? Use 
them after your own honour and dignity : The less they 
deserve,the more merit is in your bounty. Take them lo. 

Pol. Come, sirs. [Exit Pol, with some of the Playert* 

[9] Mobled or mahted signifies veiled. So Sand]rs«tpeBkingof the Torkiih 
women, says, '< Their heiub and faces are mabled in nne linen, Jftat no more 
is to be seen of them than their eyes." Travelu WARBU&TOM. 

The ordinary morning head dress of ladies hai always been calkd a 
cap: STEEVENS. 

C9l Bhiw. or hHsen, i. e. blind. A word ttiU in me fai tone jart»«C dtt 
BOrdi of England. STEEYENS. *^ v . 
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Ham, Follow him, friends: we'll hear a play to-mor- 
row. — Dost thou hear me, old friend ; can you play 
the murder of Gonzago ? 

1 Flay, Ay, my lord. 

Ham. We'll have it to-morrow night. You could, for 
a need, study a speech of some dozen or sixteen lines, 
which I would set down, and insert in't ? could you not? 

1 Play, Ay, my lord. 

Ham, Very well.— Follow that lord ; and look you 
mock him not. {Exit Player,"] — My good friends, [to 
Kos. and Guilj I'll leave you till night : You are 
welcome to Elsinore. 

Rob. Good my lord ! [Exe, Ros. and Guil. 

Ham, Ay, so, God be wi* you : — Now I am alone. 
O, what a rogue and peasant slave am I ! 
Is it not monstrous, that this player here. 
But in a fiction, in a dream of passion, 
Could force his soul so to his own conceit. 
That from her working, all his visage wann'd ; 
T^ars in his eyes, distraction in's aspect,' 
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit } And all for nothing ! 
For Hecuba ! 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

That he should weep for her i What would he do. 

Had he the motive and the cue for passion. 

That I have f He would drown the stage with tears. 

And cleave the general ear> with horrid speech 

Make mad the g^uilty^ and appal the free, 

Confound the ignorant ; and amaze, indeed. 

The very faculties of eyes and ears. 

Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak, 

Like John a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause. 

And can say nothing ; no, not for a king. 

Upon whose property, and most dear life, 

A damn'd defeat was made. Am I a coward ? 

Who calls me villain ? breaks my pate across ? 

Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face \ 

Tweaks me by the nose i gives me the lie i'the throat. 

As deep as to the lungs f Who does me this ? 

Ha ! 



[i] The word aspat (as Mr. Farmer rightly observes) was in Shakspeare's 
(inie accented on the second syllable. STEEVENS. 

[21 The ear of all mankind. So before,— C«viar« to the teneralt that is* 
t*4&e maltifiidf. JOHNSON. 
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Why, I should take it : for it cannot be. 
But I am pigeon-liTer*d, and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter ; or, ere this, 
I should have fatted all the region kites 
With this slave's offal : Bloody, bawdy villain ! 
Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless villain f 
Why, what an ass am I > This is most brave ; 
That I, the son of a dear father murder'd. 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell. 
Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words. 
And fall a cursing, like a very drab, 
A scullion ! 

Fye upon't ! foh ! About my brains !^ Humph ! I have 
heard. 

That guilty creatures, sitting at a play. 

Have by the very cunning of the scene 

Been struck so to the soul, that presently 

They have proclaim'd their malefactions ; 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 

With most miraculous organ. I'll have these playen 

Play something like the murder of my father, / 

Before mine uncle ; I'll observe his looks ; 

I'll tent him* to the quick ; if he do blench, • 

I know my course. The spirit, that I have seen, 

May be a devil ; and the devil hath power 

To assume a pleasing shape ; yea, and, perhaps, 

Out of my weakness, and my melancholy, 

(As he is very potent with such spirits,) 

Abuses me to damn me : I'll have grounds 

More relative than this : The play's the thing. 

Wherein I'll catch the conscience of the king. [Exi(* 



ACT III. 

SPENE I.— J Room in the Castle. Etuer King^ ^uetn, Poio- 
Nius, Ophblia, Rosbncrantz, and GuiLDSNSTsay. 

King, And can you, by no drift of conference 
Get from him, why he puts on this confusion ; 
Orating so harshly all his days of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacy f 

Roe, He does confess, he feels himself distracted ; 

31 Kindless— unnataral. JOHNSON. 

l^ts, to your tvoH. Dram, ijo about the fment bosineit TOHNSM 
tsl Tmt ^/w-search his wunds. z6J Blmch, i. c. shrink. fOHlfSQif* 
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Bot from what cause he will by no means speak. 

Guil, Nor do we find him forward to be sounded ; 
But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof. 
When we would bring him on to some confession 
Of bis true state. 

Queen, Did he receive you well ? 

Roa. Most like a gentleman. 

GuiL But with much forcing of his disposition. 

Roa. Niggard of question ; but, of our demands, 
Most free in his reply. 

Queen. Did you assay him 
To any pastime ^ 

Roa. Madam, it so fell out, that certain players 
We o'er-raught on the way of these we told him ; 
And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it : They are about the court ; 
And, as I think, they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol 'Tis most true : 
And he beseech*d me to entreat your majesties, 
To hear and see the matter. 

Kitig, With all my heart ; and it doth much content me 
To hear him so inclin'd. 
Good gentlemen, give him a further edge. 
And drive his purpose on to these delights. 

Roa We shall, my lord. \^Ex€, Ros. anc? GuiL. 

King, Sweet Gertrude, leave us too : 
For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither ; 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 
Affront Ophelia :» 

Her father, and myself (lawful espials,) 
Will so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, unseen, 
We may of their encounter frankly judge ; 
And gather by him, as he is behav'd, 
Ift be the great affliction of his love, or no» 
That thus he suffers for. 

Queen, 1 shall obey you : — 
And, for your part, Ophelia, I do wish. 
That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet's wildness : so shall I hope, your virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again, 
To both your honours. 

Ofih, Madam, I wish it may. {^Exit Queen, 

£73 O'er^raught-'U over-reacbed. that U, over-took. JOHNSON. 
I8] To affi-ont-^i only to meet direetty* JOHNSON* 

21 VOL. VIII. . ^ 
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PoL Ophelia^walkyou here :—Gracioas, to please yoa» 
We will bestow ourselves:— Read onthis book; ^To Oph* 
That show of such an exercise may colour 
Your loneliness. — We are oft to blame in this,— 
^is too much proVd, — that, with devotion's visage. 
And pious action, we do sugar O'er 
The devil himself. 

King, O, 'tis too true ! how smart 
A lash that speech doth give my conscience ! 
The harlot's cheek, beautied with plast'ring art. 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it,* 
Than is my deed to my most painted word : 
O heavy burden ! IJlMc 

FqL I hear him coming ; lets withdraw, my lord. 

[Exeunt King and Pol. 

Enter Hamlet.* 
Ham, To be, or not to be, that is the question — 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune ; 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles. 
And, by opposing, end them ? — To die, — to sleep,— 
No more ; — and, by a sleep, to say we end 
The heart-ach, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to,— >'tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die ; — to sleep 
To sleep ! perchance to dream ay, there's the rub ; 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come. 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,^ 
Must give us pause : There's the respect, 
That makes calamity of so lobg life : 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time. 
The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contume^. 
The pangs of despis'd love, the law's delay, 
The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes. 
When he himself might his quietus' make 
With a bare bodkin who would fardels bear. 
To grunt and sweat under a weary life 
But that the dread of something after death, — 



f93 Th:it is, compared ivith the thing that helu it. JOHNSON. 
.1.3 Sec niastrations. Vol. IX. 

122 Mortal cm7— turmoil, bustle- WARBURTON. 
133 5^»>/«i— the term for a sheriff's acquittance. STEE VENS. 
C4] Bodkifi'-ihe ancient term for a small dagger. STEEVENS. 
til To grunt, is the true reading, but can scarcdly be vborne Jkw 
rfars. JOHNSON. ^ 
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The nndiscovcr'd country, from whose bourn 
No traveller returns, — puzzles the will ; 
And makes us rather bear those ills we have. 
Than fly to others that we know not of ? 
• Thu» conscience does make cowards of us all, 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought ; 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment. 
With this regard, their currents turn awry. 
And lose the name of action. — Soft you, now ! 
The fair Ophelia : — Nymph, in thy orisons 
Be all my sins remember'd.^ 

Ojfih, Good my lord. 
How does vour honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thank you ; well. 

Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of yours. 
That I have longed long to re-deliver ; 
I pray you, now receive them. 

Ham, No, not I ; 
I never gave you- aught. 

Ojfih. My honoured lord, you know right well,you did;: 
And, with them, words of so sweet breath compos'd 
As made the things more rich : their perfume lost, 
Take these again ; for to the noble mind. 
Rich gift» wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 
There, my lord. 

Ham, Ha, ha 1 are you honest } 

Oph, My lord ? 

Ham. Are you fair ? 

Oph, What means your lordship ^ 

Ham, That if you be honest, and fair, you should ad- 
mit no discourse to your beauty.7 

Oph, Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce 
than with honesty ? 

Ham, Ay, truly ; for the power of beauty will sooner 
transform honesty from what it is to a bawd, than the 
force of honesty can translate beauty into his likeness ; 
this was some time a paradox, but now the time gives 
it proof. I did love you once. 

Oph, Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so. 

[6] This is a toach of nature. Hamlet, at the sight of Ophelia, does not 
immediately recollect, that he is to personate madness, bnt makes her an 
address grave and solenm, such as the foregoing meditation excited in his 
tfaooghts. JOHNSON. 

[7] The tme reading seens to be this, " If von be honest and fair, you 
slkoald admit your honesty to no discourse with y«ur beauty." This is the 
Knie evidently reared by the process of the conversation. JOHNSO^K 
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Ham. You should not have belieyed me : for virtue 
cannot so inoculate our old stock, but we shall relish of 
it : I loved you not. 

0/ih. I was the more deceived. 

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery ; Why would'st thou be a 
breeder of sinners ? I am myself indifferent honest ; but 
yet I could accuse me of such things, that it were bel- 
ter, my mother had not borne me : I am very proud, 
revengeful, ambitious with more offences at my beck, 
than 1 have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give 
them shape, or time to act them in : What should such 
fellows as I do crawling between earth and heaven t 
We are arrant knaves, all ; believe none of us : Go thy 
ways to a nunnery. Where's your father ? 

0/ih. At home, my lord. 

Ham, Let the doors be shut upon him ; that he may 
play the fool no where but in's own house. Farewell. 

Ofih, O, help him, you sweet heavens ! 

Ham. If thou dost marry, I'll give thee this plague for 
thy dowry ; Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as snow, 
thou shalt not escape calumny. Get thee to a nunnery ; 
farewell : Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a fool ; for 
wise men know well enough, what monsters you make of 
them. To a nunnery, go ; and quickly too. Farewell. 

Ofih. Heavenly powers, restore him ! 

Ham. I have heard of your paintings too, well enough ; 
God hath given you one face, and you make yourselves 
another : You jig, you amble, and you lisp, and nick- 
name God's creatures, and make your wantonness your 
ignorance Go to ; I'll no more oft ; it hath made me 
mad. I say, we will have no more marriages : those that 
are married already, all but one, shall live ; the rest shall 
keep as they are. To a nunnery, go. [Exit. 

Ofih. O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown ! 
The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's, eye, tongue, sword ; 
The expectancy and rose of the fair state, 
The glass of fashion, and the mould of form, ^ 
The observ'd of all observers ! quite, quite down I 
And I, of ladies most deject and wretched. 
That suck'd the honey of his music vows. 
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason. 
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh ; 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blawn youth, 

[8] You mistake by ouanfMi affectation « and pretend to mistake- by iMf- 
ranee, JOHNSON. 
[93 The model by ivhoa all endeavoaredtofbrm tlieinielvet« JOHNSON^ 



Act tli. HAMLET. S% 

Blasted with ecstacy : ' O, woe is me ! 

To have seen what I have seen, see what I see \ 

Re-enter King and Polonius. 

Rng, Love ! his affections do not that way tend ; 
Nor what he spake» though it lack'd form a little. 
Was not like madness. There's something in his soul. 
O'er which his melancholy sits on brood ; 
And, I do doubt, the hatch, and the disclose, 
Will be some danger : Which for to prevent, 
I hate, in quick determination. 
Thus set it down ; He shall with speed to England, 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 
Haply, the seas, and countries different, 
With variable objects, shall expel 
This something-settled matter in his heart ; 
Whereon his brains still beating, puts him thus 
From fashion of himself. What think you on*t ? 

Pol, It shall do well. But yet I do believe. 
The origin and commencement of his grief 
Sprung from neglected love. — How now, Ophelia ? 
You need not tell us what lord Hamlet said ; 
We heard it all. — My lord, do as you please ; 
But, if you hold it fit, after the play, 
Let his queen mother all alone entreat him 
To show his griefs ; let her be round with him ; 
And I'll be plac'd, so please you, in the ear 
Of all their conference : If she find him not. 
To England send him ; or confine him, where 
Your wisdom best shall think. 

King It shall be so : 
Madness in great ones must notunwatch'd go. [Exeup*. 

SCENE II. 

A Hall in the tame. Enter Hamlet, and certain Flay en. 

Ham, Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced it 
to you, trippingly on the tongue : but if you mouth it, as 
many of . our players do, I had as lief the town-crier 
spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the air too much with 
your hand, thus ; but use all gently : for in the very 
torrent, tempest, and (as I may say) whirlwind of your 
passion, yon must acquire and beget a temperance, that 

[i] The word eatacy was anciently used to «ignify some dcKree of aliena- 
t^piofmind. STEEVENS. * 

34* yOL. VIII* 
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may give it smoothness. O, it offends me to the soal, 
to hear a robustious periwig-pated fellow tear a passion 
to tatters, to very rags, to split the ears of the ground- 
lings ; ■ who, for the most part, are capable of nothing 
but inexplicable dumb shows, and noise : I would have 
such a fellow whipped for o'er-doing Termagant ; it 
out-herods Herod Pray you, avoid it. 
1 Play. I warrant your honour. 

liam. Be not too tame neither ; but let your own dis- 
cretion be your tutor : suit the action to the word, the 
word to the action ; with this special observance, that 
you o'erstep not the modesty of nature : for any thing 
so overdone is from the purpose of playing, whose end, 
both at the first, and now, was, and is, to hold, as twere^ 
the mirror up to nature ; to show virtue her own feature^ 
scorn her own image, and the very age and body of the 
time, his form and pressure.* Now this, overdone, or 
come tardy off, though it make the unskilful laugh, can- 
not but make the judicious grieve ; the censure of which 
one, must, in your allowance, o'erweigh a whole theatre 
of others. O, there be players, that I have seen play, — 
and heard others praise, and that highly, — not to speak 
it profanely,* that, neither having the accent of chris- 
tians, nor the gait of christian, pagan, nor man, have so 
strutted, and bellowed, that I have thought some of na- 
ture's journeymen had made men, and not made them 
well, they imitated humanity so abominably. 

1 Play. I hope, we have reformed that indifferently 
■with us. 

Ham. O, reform it altogether. And let those, that 
play your clowns, speak no more than is set down for 
a^.iem :« for there be of them, that will themselves 



[2] The groundlings. "-Tht meaner people then seem to hare sat below^as 
tkey now sic in the uppei gallery, who, not well understanding poetical Ian* 
KuaRi't were sometimes ^ratified by a inimical and mute representation of 
the dr;im.i. previous to the diUogue. JOHNSON. 

In our enrly playhouses, the pit had neither floor nor benches. Hence the 
term groundlings for those who frequented it STEEVENS. 

C3] Termagant a Saracen deity, very clamorous and violent, in the 
old moralities. PERCY.— ^Tbe character Herod, in the ancient myste- 
vles, was always a violent one. STEEVENS. 

[4] Resemblance, as in a print. JOHNSON. 

fi] Profanely seems to relate, not to the praise which he hat mentioned^ 
hut to the censure which he is about to utter. Any gross or indelicate lan- 
guage was called profane. J O HNSON. 

[6] The clown very often addressed the audience, in the middle of the 
p^ay, and entered into a contest of raillery and sarcasm with such of the aa-- 
dtencc as chose to engage with hioi. MALON£. 
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laugh* to set oq some quantity of barren spectators to 
laugh too ; though, in the mean time, some necessary 
question of the play be then to be considered : that's 
villainous ; and shows a most pitiful ambition in the 
fool that uses it. Go,make you ready. [Exeunt Players. 

JKnfer PoLONZUS, Rosencrantz, am/GuiLDENSTSRN. 
How how, my lord ^ will the king hear this piece of work ? 

Pol. And the queen too, and that presently. 

Ham. Bid the players make haste. — \^Exit Polok. 
Will you two help to hasten them 

Both. Ay, my lord. [Exeunt Ros. and Guil. 

Ham. What, ho ; Horatio ! 

Enter Horatio. 

Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your servicev 

Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man 
As e'er my conversation cop*d withal. 

Hor. O, my dear lord, 

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter : 
For what advancement may I hope from thee, 
That DO revenue hast, but thy good spirits. 
To feed,and clothe thee? Why should the poor be fiatter'd^ 
No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp ; 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee, 7 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear f 
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice. 
And could of men distinguish her election. 
She hath seal'd thee for herself : for thou hast been 
As one, in sufTering all, that suffers nothing ; 
A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards 
Has ta'en with equal thanks : and blest are those. 
Whose blood and judgment are so well co-mingled,* 
That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger 
To sound what stop she please : Give me that man 
That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him 
In my heart s core, ay, in my heart of heart, 
As I do thee. — Something too much of this. — 
There is a play to-night before the king; 
One scene of it comes near the circumstance. 
Which I have told thee of my father's death. 
1 pr'ythee, when thou seest that act a-foot, 
Even with the very comment of thy soul 

Cz] i believe the sense oi' pregnant in this place is, quick, ready. JOHNS. 

[8] According to the doctrint- of the four humours, desire and anfidence 
were seated in rhe blond, and judgment in the phlegm, and the due mis^ture 
of the hamonn made a perfect character. JOHNSON. 
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Observe my uncle : if his occulted guilt 
Do not itself unkennel in one speech, 
It is a damned ghost that we have seen ; 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As Vulcan's stithy.* Give him heedful note : 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face ; 
And, after, we will both our judgments join 
In censure of his seeming. 

Hor. Well, my lord : 
If he steal aught, the whilst this play is playing. 
And scape detecting, I will pay the thjsft. 

Ham, They are coming to the play ; I must be idle : 
Get you a place. 

J^anish march. A fiovrUh. Enter King, ^een, Polonius, 
Ophelia, Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, and other*. 

King, How fares our cousin Hamlet ^ 

Ham, Excellent, i'faith ; of the caraelion's dish : I cat 
the air, promise-crammed : You cannot feed capons so. 

King. I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet ; these 
words are not mine. 

Ham, No, nor mine now. « My lord, — you play 'd once 
in the university, you say ? [7b Polonius. 

Pol. That did I, my lord ; and was accounted a good 
actor. 

Ham. And what did you enact } 

Pol. I did enact Julius Cxsar : I was killed i'thecap- 
itol ; Brutus killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill so capital a 
calf there. — Be the players ready ? 

Ro8. Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your patience. 

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 

Ham, No, good mother, here's metal more attractive. 

Pol. O ho ! do you mark that [7b the King. 

Ham, Lady, shall I lie in your lap } 

[Lying down at Ophelia'« feet, 

Ofih. No, my lord. 

Ham, I mean, my head upon your lap } 
Ofih, Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Do you think, I meant country matters ? 
Ofih. I think nothing, my lord. 
Ham. That's a fair thought to lie between maids' legs. 
Ofih. What is, my lord ? 

£9] Stithy is a smith's anvil. JOHNSON. 

C t ] A man's words* says the proverb^ are his own no lonffer tim iKcn 
them unspoken. JOHNSON. 
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Ham, Nothing. 

Ofih, You are merry, my lord. 

Ham, Who, I ? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham, O! your only jig-maker. What should a man do, 
but be mer^ ? for, look you, how cheerfully my mother 
looks, and my father died within these two hours. 

Ofih, Nay, 'tis twice two months, niy lord. 

Ham, So long ? Nay, then let the devil wear black, 
for I'll have a suit of sables. > O heavens ! die two 
months ago, and not forgotten yet ? then there's hope, a 
great man's memory may outlive his life half a year : but, 
by'r-lady, he must build churches then ; or else shall he 
sufier not thinking on, with the hobby-horse ; -whose 
epitaph is, For^ 0, ybr, O, the hobby-horse is forgot,^ 

Trumpet* aoand. TJie dumb Show Jollows.^ 

Mnter a King and a ^een, wry lovingly / the ^een embracing 
him, and ne her. She kneeU. and inaket shoHv of protestation 
unto him. He takes her up, and declines his head upon her neck : 
lays him dovjn upon a bank offowers ; she, seeing him asleep^ 
leaves him. Anon comes in a fellov), takes off his crovon, kisses 
it, and pours poison in the King's ears, and exit. The ^een 
returns / finds the King dead, and makes passionate action. The 
Poisoner, with some two or three Mutes, comes in again, seeming 
to lament with her. The dead body is carried away. The PoiS' 
•ner woos the ^ueen with gifts ; she seems loath and unwilling 
awhile, but, in the end, accepts his love. [^Exeunt, 

0/ih, What means this, my lord ? 
Ham. Marry, this is miching mallecho ; it means 
mischief. < 

0/ih. Belike, this show imports the argument of the 
play. 



(23 A 8iut trimmed with sables was in Shalcspesire's time the richest dress 
worn by men in England ; and wherever his scene might happen to be, thf 
customs of his own country were still in his thoughts. By the stature o 
apparel, 24 Henry VIII. it is ordained, that none under the dt-gre** of '4n cat 
may use sailes. It is well known this fur is not black. mAlONE. 

[3] Among the country May-games there was an hobby horse, whic' 
when the puritanical humour of those times opposed and discredited the 
games, was broaeht by the poets and balliid-makers as an instance of t 
ridiciiloai seal or the sectaries : from these ballade Hamlet quotes a 1- 
or two. WARBURTON. 

M See Illustrations, Vol. IX. ' 

Cil Michine^Kcret, sneaking, lying hid. Michers are larking vaflafaa 
Our author himself says, of prince Henry, " Shall the blessed sun of hea 
Fove a michsr f Shall the son of England prove a thief i!" WARB' 
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Enter Prologue. 

Ham. We shall know by this fellow : the players can* 
not keep counsel ; theyMl tell all. 

Ofth. Will he tell us what this show meant } ^ 

Ham. Ay, or any show that you'll show him : Be 
not you ashamed to show, he'll not shame to tell you 
what it means.« 

Ofth, You are naught, you are naught ; I'll mark tl^e 
play. 

Pro. For U8y and for our tragedy , 

Here atoofiing to your clemency^ 
We beg your hearing fiatiently. 

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring.? 
Ofih. 'Tis brief, my lord. 
Ham. As woman's love. 

Enter a Kingi and a Queen. 

P.IRng.YM thirty times hath Phoebus' cart gone round 
Neptune's salt wash, and Tellus' orbed ground ; 
And thirty dozen moons, with boprow'd sheen, 
Ahout the world have times twelve thirties been ; 
Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands. 
Unite com mutual in most sacred bands. 

P. Queen. So many journeys may the sun and moon 
Make us again count o'er, ere love be done ! 
But, woe is me, you are so sick of late. 
So far from cheer, and from your former state. 
That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust. 
Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must : 
For women fear too much, even as they love ; 
And women's fear and love hold quantity ; 
In neither ought, or in extremity. 
Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know ; 
And as my love is siz*d, my fear is so. 
Where love is great, the littlest doubts ar^ fear ; 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows there. 

P.King. *Faith,I must leave thee,loye,and shortly too; 
My operant powers their functions leave to do : 
And thou ehalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour'd, belov'd ; and, haply, one as kind 



C6] The conversation of Hamlet with Ophelia, wUch cannot fail to dligiiit 
everv modern reader, is probably such as was peculiar !• the yoong and 
fashionable of the age or Shakspeare, which was, by no means^ an age of 
delicacy. The poet is. however, blameable ; for extravagance of thogw* 
not indecency of expression, is the characteristic of madneat* at IM* 41 
SMh madBfu as sbonUl be represented on the scene. STEBTlU^ 
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For husband shalt thoa— 

P. Queen. O, confound the rest ! 
Such love must needs be .treason in my breast : 
In second husband let me be accurst ! 
None wed the second, but who kill'd the first. 

Ham. That's wormwood. 

P. Queen, The instances, that secohd marriage moTe, 
Are base respects of thrift, but none of love ; 
A second time I kill my husband dead, 
When second husband kisses me in bed. 

P.King.. I do believe, you think what now you speak ; 
But, what we do determine, oft we break. 
Purpose is but the slave to memory ; 
Of violent birth, but poor validity : 
Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree ; 
But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be. 
Most necessary His, that we forget 
To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt :^ 
What to ourselves in passion we propose. 
The passion ending, doth the purpose lose. 
The violence of either grief or joy 
Their own enact ures with themselves destroy :> 
Where joy most revels, grief doth most lament ; 
Orief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident. 
This world is not for aye ; nor 'tis not strange. 
That even our loves should with our fortunes change ; 
For 'tis a question left us yet to prove. 
Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune love. 
The gp*eat man down, you mark his favourite flies ; 
The poor advanced makes friends of enemies. 
And hitherto doth love on fortune tend : 
For who not needs, shall never lack a friend ; 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try. 
Directly seasons him his enemy. 
But, orderly to -end where I begun,— 
Our wills, and fates, do so contrary run. 
That our devices still are overthrown ; 
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own : 
So think thou wih no second husband wed ; 
fiat die thy thoughts, when thy first lord is dead. 

P. Queen. Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven light ! 



lf\ The perforslance of a reselutiom in which only the resolver is interes- 
tedly is a debt only to himself, which he may therefore remit at pleaxure. 

JOHNSON. 

t83 What grief or joy en;ict or determine in their ^olence, is revoked ia 
tlidr abatement. JOKNSON. 

1 
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Sport and repose lock from roe. day, and night ! 
To desperation turn my trust and hope ! 
An anchor's cheer in prison be my scope !* 
Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy. 
Meet what I womM have well, and it destroy ! 
Both here, and hence, pursue me lasting strife. 
If, once a widow, ever 1 be wife ! 

Ham. If she should break it now,— [To Ophelia. 

F, King. * I'is deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me here 
awhile ; 

My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 

The tedious day with sleep. [Sleefii, 

P,Queen. Sleep rock thy brain ; 
And never come mischance between us twain ! [£xi(. 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play i 

Queen. The lady doth protest too much, methinks. 

Ham. O. but she'll keep her word. 

King. Have you heard the argument ? is there no 
offence in't ? 

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest ; no of- 
fence i*the world. 

King. What do you call the play .> 

Ham. The mouse-trap. * Marry, how? Tropically. 
This play is the image of a murder done in Vienna : 
Gonzago is the duke's name ; his wife, Baptista : yea 
shall see anon ; 'tis a knavish piece of work: But what 
of that f your majesty, and we that have free souls, it 
touches us not : Let the galled jade wince, our withers 
are unwrung. — 

Enter Luc i a ku s. 
This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 

0/ih. You are as good as a chorus, my lord. 

Ham. I could interpret between you and your love, 
if I could see the puppets dallying.* 

Ofih. You are keen, my lord, you are keen. 

Ham. It would cost you agroaning,to take off my edge. 

0/ih. Still better, and worse. 

Ham. So you mistake your busbanda.— Begin, mur- 
derer leave thy damnable faces, and begin. Come ; 



[i;] May my whole liberty »nd enjoyment be to live on bermit'i floe in a 
prison. Anchor is for anchoret. JOHNSON, 
ti] He calls it die mouse-trap, because it is— 

«« t he thing 

" la which he'll catch the conscience of the king.** 8TESVINS. 
t2] Tliis refers to the interpreter who fonnerlv tat on th« Mwtt dl 
motions or puppgt shoios, and interpreted to the andTeace. STJUVJEJIS. 
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—The croaking raven 
Doth bellow for revenge. 
l,uc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drags fit, and time 
agreeing ; 

Confederate season, else no creature seeing ; 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected. 
With Hecat'-s ban thrice blasted, thrice infected. 
Thy natural magic and dire property. 
On wholesome life usurp immediately. 

[Pours the fioison into the aleefier^a ears. 
Ham, He poisons him i'the garden for his estate. 
His name's Gonzago : the story is extant, and written 
•in very choice Italian : You shall see anon, how the 
. murderer gets the love of Gonzago^s wife. 
Ofih. The king rises. 
Ham. What ! frighted with false fire ! 
Queen. How fares my lord ? 
•Pol. Give o'er the play. 
King. Give me some light : — Away ! 
Pol. Lights, lights, lights I 

[Exeunt all but Hamlet anc^ Horatio. 
Ham. Why, let the strucken deer go weep. 
The hart ungalled play : 
For some must watch, while some must sleep ; 
Thus runs the world away. — 
Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers,^ (if the 
rest of my fortunes turn Turk with me,) with two 
Provencial roses on my razed fihoes,^ get me a fellow- 
ship in a cry of players, sir 
Hor. Half a share. ^ 
Ham. A whole tfie, I. 

For thou aost know, O Damon dear. 

This realm dismantled was 
Of Jove himself ; and now reigns here 
A very, very— peacock. ^ _ 

(43 Feathers were much worn on the stage in Shakspeare's time. MAL. 
C j] When shoe string were worn, they were covered where they met In 
the middle^ by a ribband, gathered into the form of a rose. So in an eld song, 
«< Gti^ie-roy was a bonny boy> 
Had rotes tuU his 5^0011." JOHNSON. 
Provincial roses-HXXes of Provence^ a beautlfnl species, moch cultivated. 

WARTON. 

£61 A troop or company of players. MALONS. 
LtT The actors in our author's time had not salaries as at present. Tht 
' -whole receipts of each theatre were divided into shares, <^ walch the pro- 
prietors or housc'keepers, as they were called, had some ; and each actor nad 
one or more shares, or part of a share, according to his merit. MALONE. 

CS] This wor«UI take to he of Hamlet's own substituting. Th* wtrnij 
repeated, seem to be from some old ballad ; in which, rhyme WlBf iiiiimffit A 
I doubt not bat the last verse ran thst ; J V9ry, Viry—jackoiU TSWOfk jU 
22 VOL. VIII« ' r9 
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Hor. Tou might have rhym*d. 

Ham, O good Horatio, I'll take the ghosfft word lor 
« thouftand pound. Didst perceive ? 
Hor, Very well, my lord. 
Ham, Upon the talk of the poisoning,— ~ 
Hor, I did very well note him. 
Ham, Ah, ha !-*Come, tome music ; come, the re* 
'Corders. — 

For if the king like not the comedy. 

Why then, belike, — he likes it not, perdy.*— 

£n^r RosENCRANTZ an(/ Guxldenstsrn. 
Come, fiome music. 
Guil, Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with yoii« 
Ham. Sir, a whole history. 

GuH The king, sir, 

Ham, Ay, sir, what of him ? 

OuH, Is, in his retirement, marvellous distempered* 

Ham. With drink, sir ? 

GuiL No, my lord, with choler. 

Ham, Your wisdom should show itself more richer, to 
signify this to the doctor ; for, for me to put him to his 
purgation, would, pertiaps, plunge him into more choler. 

GuU, <Good my lord, put your discourse into some 
frame, and start not so wildly from my affair. 

Ham, I am tame, sir : — pronounce. 

Guil, The queen, your mother, in most great afflic- 
tion of spirit, hath sent me to you. 

Ham, You are welcome. 

Guil, Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of the 
right breed. If it shall please you to make me a 
wholesome answer, 1 will do your mother's command- 
fnent : if not, your pardon, and my return, shall be the 
«nd of my business. 

Ham, Sir, I cannot. « 

Guil, What, my lord i 

Ham, Make you a wholesome answer ; my wit*s dis- 
eased : But, sir, such answer as I can make, you shall 
command ; or, rather^ as you say, my mother : therefore 
IK) more, but to the matter : My mother, you say,— 

Ro&. Then thus -she says ; Your behaviour hath 
struck her into amazement and admiration. 

Ham, O wonderful son, that can so astonish a moth- 



^1 Hamlet was going on to draw the coniegaeiice> when the Mtutlers 
4B££red. JOHNSON. 
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er !— -But ther^ is no sequel at the heels of this mother^^ 
admiration ? impart. 

Bo8, She desires to speak with you in her closet, ere 
you go to bed. 

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our mother. 
Have you any further trade with us ? 

JRoa, My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham, And do still, by these pickers and stealers.* 

Roa. Good my lord, what is your cause of distemper ? 
You do, surely, but bar the door upon your own liberty, 
if you deny your griefs to your friend. 
K Ham, Sir, I lack advancement. 

JR08. How can that be, when you hove the»voice of the 
king himself for your succession in Denmark ? 

Ham, Ay, sir, but. While the grass ^^row*, 2 —the 
proverb is something musty. 

Enter the Players with Recorders. 3 
O, the recorders : — let me see one. — To withdraw with 
you : — Why do you go about to recover the wind of me, 
as if you would drive me into a toil ? 

Guil. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love is 
too unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well understand that. Will you play 
upon this pipe ? 

Gtiil. My lord, I cannot. 

Ham, I pray you. 

Guil, Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. I do beseech you. 

Guil. I know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham. 'Tis as easy as lying : govern these ventages 
with your fingers and thumb, give it breath with your 
mouth, and it will discourse most eloquent music. Look 
you, these are the stops. 

Guil. But these cannot 1 command to any utterance 
of harmony ; I have not the skill. 

Ham, Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing you 
make of me ? You would play upon me ; you would seem 
to know my stops ; you would pluck out the heart of my 
mystery ; you would sound me from my lowest note to 
the top of my compass ; and there is much music, ex- 

j By these hands. The phrase is taken from our charch catechism, 
where the catechamen in his duty to his neighbour is taught to keep his 
bands from picking and stealing. WHALLEY. 

C2] While the grass grows the horse starves. 

C33 A large kind of Bute. STEEVENS. 
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cellent voice, in this little organ ; yet cannot yoa make it 
speak. 'Sblood, do you think, I am easier to be played 
on than a pipe ^ Call me what instrument you will, 
though you can fret me, you cannot play upon me. 

Enter Polonius. 
God bless you, sir \ 

FoL My lord, the queen would speak with you, and 
presently. 

Ham, Do you see yonder cloud, that's almost in shape 
of a camel i 

Pol, By the mass, and 'tis like a camel, indeed. 
Ham. Methinks, it is like a weasel. 
Pol. It is backed like a weasel. 
Ham, Or, like a whale ? 
Pot, Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and by.— • 
They fool me to the top of my bent. -* — I will come by 
and by. 

Pol, I will say so. \^Exit Voi^ 

Ham, By and by is easily said. — Leave me, friends. 

[£a;ett«r Res. GuiL. HoR. 

'Tis now the very witchmg time of night ; 

When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes out 

Contagion to this world : Now could I drink hot blood, 

And do such business as the bitter day< 

Would quake to look on. Soft ; now to my mother.— 

O, heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 

The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 

Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 

I will speak daggers to her, but use none : 

My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites : 

How in my words soever she be shent,« 

To give them seals^ never, my soul, consent ! [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

A Room in the same. Enter King^ Rosekcrantz^ and GuiL- 

DENSTERN. 

King, I like him not ; nor stands it safe with us. 
To let his madness range. Therefore, prepare you ; 

[4] Perhaps a term in archery ; as far as the bow will admit of being beat 
wttboot breaking. DOUCE. 

C5] The day rendered hatefdl or bitter by the commisskm of some act of 
mischief. STEEVENS. 

C6] To reprove harshly* to treat with rough language. STEKVEMS/- 

C73 Give them seals-^t them ia execotioa. WASPVATON, 
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1 3rour commission will forthwith despatch, 
And he to England shall along with you : 
The terms of our estate may not endure 
Hazard so near us, as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunes. 

GuiL We will ourselves provide : 
Most holy and religious fear it is^. 
To keep those many many bodies safe. 



Ro8, The single and peculiar life is bound. 
With all the strength and armour of the mind, ~ 
To keep itself from 'noyance ; but much more 
That spirit, upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone ; but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What's near it, with it : it is a massy wheel, 
Fix'd on the summit of the highest mount, 
To whose huge spokes ten thousaitd lesser things 
Are mortis'd and adjpin'd ; which, when it falls, 
Each small annexment, petty consequence. 
Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general groan. 

King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy voyage ; 
For we will fetters put upon this fear. 
Which now goes toosfree-footed. 
Ro9. GuiL We will hastens. \^Ex€unt Ros. flr«d GuiL, 



Pol My lord, he's going to his mother's closet : 
Behind the arras I'll convey myself, 
To hear the process ; I'll warrant, she'll tax him home : 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 
'Tis meet, that some more audience, than a mother, 
Since nature makes them partial, should o'erhear 
The speech, of vantage.* Fare you well, my liege : - 
I'll call upon you .ere you go to bed, - 
And tell you what I know. 

King, rhanks, dear my lord. \^Exit Pol. 

O, my offence is rank^ it smells to heaven ; 
It hath the primal eldest curse upon't, 
A brother's murder ! — Pray can I not,' 
Though inclination be as sharp as will ; 
My stronger guilt defeats my strong^ intent ; • 
And, like a man to double business bound; 
I stand in pause where I shall first begin, . ^ • • 

C8] By some opportunity oT secret otoenntlpMr JOBNMIl; . 

22* vou vin^ V ; 




Enter P6lonius. 
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And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 

Were thicker than itself with brother's blood ^ 

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens* 

To wash it white as snow ? Whereto serves mercy. 

But to confront the visage of ofience ? 

And what's in prayer, but this, two-fold force,— 

To be forestalled, ere we come to fall. 

Or pardon'd being down ? Then 1*11 look up ; 

My fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer 

Can serve my turn ^ Forgive me my fbul murder !— 

That cannot be ; since I am still possess'd 

Of those efifects for which I did the murder. 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 

May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ? > 

In the corrupted currents of this world. 

Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice ; 

And oft 'tis seen, the wicked prize itself 

Buys out the law : But 'tis not so above : 

There is no shuffling, there the action lies 

In his true nature ; and we ourselves compell'd. 

Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults. 

To give in evidence. What then } what rests ? 

Try what repentance can : What can it not } 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ?* 

O wretched state ! O bosom, black as death ! 

O limed soul ; that struggling to be free, 

Art more engag'd ! Help, angels, make assay ! 

Bow, stubborn knees ! and, heart, with strings of stee^^ 

Be soft as sinews of the new-bom babe ; 

All may be well i [Retires and kneeb- 

Enter Hamlet.. 
Ham, Now might I do it, pat, now he is praying ; 
And now I'll do't and so he goes to heaven : 
And so am 1 revenged ? That would be scann'd r 
A villain kills my father ; and, for that, 
I, his sole son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. 

Why, this is hire and salary, not revenge. 

He took my father grossly, full of bread ; 

With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May ; 



C93 He that does not amend what cm be amended* retains his offenec*. 
The king kept the crewn from the right heir. JOHNSON. 

£1] What can rtpencaoce do for a man that cannot be penitent^ for a mm 
o lias only a part of penitence^ distress of conscience* wUhoat t&e QtM 
part, r^soIoKioBofamcDdtncDt? lOHNSON. 
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And, how his audit stands, who knows, save heaven ? 
But, in our circumstance and course of thought, 
'Tis heavy with him : And am i then revenged, 
To take him in the purging of hi« soul. 
When he is fit and season'd for his passage } 
No. 

dp, sword ; and know thou a more horrid hent 
When he is drunk, asleep, or in his. rage ; 
Or in the incestuous pleasures of his bed ; 
At gaming, swearing ; or about some act* 
That has no relish of salvation in*t : 
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven : 
And that his soul may be as damn*d, and black; 
As hell, whereto it goes.^ My mother stays : 
This physic but prolongs thy sickly days. [Exit, 
The King rises, a?id advances. 
King, My words fiy up, my thoughts remain below : 
Words, without thoughts, never to heaven go. [Exit, 

SCENE IV, 

Another Room in the tame. Enter ^ueen and Polonius. 

Pol. He will come straight. Look, you lay home to 
him : 

Tell him, his pranks have been too broad to bear with ; 
And that your grace hath screen'd and stood between 
Much heat and him. 1*11 silence me e'en here : 
Pray you, be round with him. 

Queen, I'll warrant you ; 
Fear me not :— withdraw, I hear him coming. 

[Polonius hides himself. 

Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Now, mother ; what's the matter ? 
Queen, Hamlet, thou hast thy father much offended. 
Ham, Mother, you have my father much offended. 
Queen, Come, come, you answer with an idle tongue. 
Mam. Oo, go, you question with a wicked tongue. 

[23 To hent is used by Shakipeare for to seize, to catch, to lay hold on. Hent 
it, therefore, hold, seixure. Lay hold on him, twoxd, at a more horrid time^ 

TOTHNSON. 

13] This speech, in which Hamlet, represented as a virtnoos character, is 
HOC content with taking blood for blood, but contrives damnation for the roan 
that he would ponisb. fs too horrible to be read or to bo uttered. lOHNSO!^. 

This speech of Hamlet, as Dr. Johnson observes, b horrible indeed wet 
seme mon»l may be extracted from itj^as aU his subsequent eabnuties were 
^toe to thit tavage refinement of rcTtnge. M. MASON. 
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Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet? 

tfam. What's the matter now i 

Queen. Have you forgot me ? 

Ham, No, by the rood, not so : 
You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife ; 
And,— would it were not so !— you are my mother. 

Queen. Nay, then I'll set those to you that can speak. 

/Tom. Come, come, and sit you down ; yea shall not 
budge ; 

Tou go not, till I set you up a g^ass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 

Queen. What wilt thou do ? thou wilt not murder me? 
Help, h^lp, ho ! 

Pol. lbehind.'\ What, ho ! help ! 

Ham, How now ! a rat t [Draws, Dead, for a 
ducat, dead. 

[Hamlet makes afiass through the arras. 

Pol. [behind,"] O, I am slain. [Falls and dies. 

Queen, O me, what hast thou done i 

Ham, Nay, I know not : 
Is it the king ? 

[Lifts ufi the arras, and draws forth Polonius. 

Queen. 0« what a rash and bloody deed is this ! 

Ham, \ bloody deed ; — almost as bad, good mother, 
As kill a king, and marry with his brother. 

Queen. As kill a king ! - 

Ifam. Ay, lady, 'twas my word.— 
Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell ! 

[To Polonius. 
I took thee for thy better ; take thy fortune : 
Thou find'st, to be too busy, is some danger.— 
Leave wringing of your hands : Peace ; sit you dowo, 
And let me wring your heart : for so I shall^ 
If it be made of penetrable stuff ; 
If damned custom have not braz'd it so. 
That it be proof and bulwark against sense. 

Queen, What have I done, that thou dar'st wag thy 
tongue 

In noise so rude against me ? 

Ham, Such an act. 
That blurs the grace and blush of modesty ; 
Calls virtue, hypocrite ; takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love. 
And sets a blister there ; makes marriaee rows 
As false as dicers' oaths : O, such a deeo 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
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The very soul \^ and sweet religion makes ' 
A rhapsody of words : Heaven's face doth glow ; 
Yea, this solidity and compound mass, 
With tristful visage, as against the doom, 
Is thought- sick at the act. 

Queen, Ah me, what act, 
That roars so loud, and thunders in the index ?^ 

Ham^ Look here, upon this picture, and on this ;. 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was seated on this brow : 
Hyperion's curls ; the front of Jove himself ; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 
A station like the herald Mercury, ^ 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 
A combination, and a form, indeed. 
Where every god did seem to set his seal, 
To give the world assurance of a man : 
This was your husband. — Look you now, what follows : 
Here is your husband ; like a mildew'd ear. 
Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed. 
And batten on this moor ? Ha ! have you eyes ? 
You cannot call it, love ; for, at your age. 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble. 
And waits, upon the judgment ; And what judgment 
Would step from this to this } Sense, sure, you have. 
Else, could you not have motion : But, sure, that sen'se- 
Is apoplexM : for madness would not err ; 
Nor sense to ecstacy was ne'er so thrall'd, 
But it reserv'd some quantity of choice. 
To serve in such a difference. What devil was't, 
. That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman-blind 
Eyes without feeling-, feeling without sight. 
Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all, 
Or but a sickly part of one true sense 
Could not so mope. 

O shame ! where is thy blush ? Rebellious hell. 

If tfaou canst mutine in a matron's bones, 

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax. 

And melt in her own fire ; proclaim no shame, 

L4J CoMlTdcf/m for marriage-contract. WARB1TRT0N. 
E53 The meaning is, li this act, of which the d/JC9Vfr*er mtiUhm, 
caanot be made, but with this violence of clamour ? JOHNSON. 

C6l Station, in this instance, don not mean thi sptf vAtrt «M «w is Afatii 
hatiheactofstanJing. STEEVENS. 
C7? That if, I suppose, the me ai Blindman*s hi^. 8TESVK29I> 
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When the Compulsive ardour gives th^ charge ; 
Since frost itself as actively doth bum. 
And reason panders will. 

Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more : 
Thou turn'st mine eyes into my very soul ; 
And there 1 see such black and grained spots^t 
As will not leave their tinct. 

Ham, Nay, but to live 
In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed ;^ 
Stew'd in corruption ; honeying, and making love 
Over the nasty stye ; — 

Queen O, speak to me no more ; 
These words, like daggers enter in mine ears ; 
more, sweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A murderer, and a villain : 
A slave, that is not twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent lord : — a vice of king^ : ■ 
A cutpurse of the empire and the rule ; 
That from a shelf the precious diadem stole* 
And put it in his pocket !> 

Queen, No more. 

Enter Ghost. 

Ham. A king 
Of shreds and patches :^ — 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings. 
You heavenly guards ! — What would your gracious 
figure ? 

Queen, Alas, he*s mad. 

Ham, Do you not come your tardy son to chide, 
That, laps'd in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command 
O, say ! 

Ghoat, Do not forget : This visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 
But, look ! amazement on thy mother sits : 
O, step between her and her fighting soul ; 



C8] GraiW— dyed in grain. [9] Enuamed-^greasy, JOHNSON. 
C I ] Vice of kingi^ low mimic of kings. The vice it t\m fool of • tace ; 
from whence the modern Punch is descended. JOHNSON. 



C2] The asorper cam« not to the crown by any gkiriont vniainy.tluttCBtl> 
ed danger with it^ but by the low cowardly theft of a comww^ji^igR^^ 

133 Thu is said, parsningtbe idMof the vieetfkiuf^ The vIm vmAw^ 
ed as a foob m a coat of party^loared pMcbes. JOHNSON. 
C4l That> kftviog laitred /i'm# to slip^ wdp»siim to cm/, kti gsdl^^ 
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Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works ; 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you, lady ^ 

Queen, Alas, how is't with you ? 
That you do bend your eye on vacancy, 
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse f 
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep ; 
And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm. 
Your bedded hair, like life in excrements,' 
Starts up and stands on end. O gentle son. 
Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 

HamXyn him ! on him !— <Look you, how pale he glares'! 
His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to stones. 
Would make them capable — Do not look upon me ; 
Lest, with this piteous action, you convert 
My stem efiects : then what I have to do 
Will want true colour ; tears, perchance, for blood. 

Queen. To whom do you speak this } 

Ham. Do you see nothing there } 

gueen. Nothing at all ; yet all, that is, I see. 
am. Nor did you nothing hear i 
Queen. No, nothing, but ourselves. 
Ham. Why, look you there ! look, how it steals away ! 
My father, in his habit as he liv'd ! 
Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal ! 

[Exit Ghost. 
Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain : 
This bodiless creation ecstacy* 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham. Ecstasy ! 
My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time. 
And makes as healthful music : It is not madness. 
That I have utter*d : bring me to the test. 
And I the matter will re-word ; which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace. 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul. 
That not your trespass, but my madness speaks : 
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place ; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within. 
Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ; 
Repent what's past ; avoid what is to come ; 

£53 The hair are excrementitious, that it, without life or Mosatioa ; yet 
taoke very hairs, as if they had life, start up* Uc POPE. 

t61 Ecstacy in this place* and many '•thers# meam a temporary alienatloa 
«r Blind, a fiit. STEEVENS. 
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And do not spread the compost on die weeds. 

To make them ranker. 7 Forgive me this my virtue:: 

For in the fatness of these pursy times, 

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg ; 

Yea, curb and woo, for leave to do him good. 

Queen, O Hamlet ! thou hast cleft my heart in twfti&< 

Ham, O, throw away the worser part of it. 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night : but go not to my uncle's bed ; 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 
That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat 
Of habit's devil, is angel yet in this ; 
That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock, or livery. 
That aptly is put on : Refrain to-night ; 
And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence : the next more easy ; 
For use almost can change the stamp of nature. 
And either curb the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good night ! 
And when you are desirous to be bless'd, 
I'll blessing beg of you.— For this -same lord, 

. [^Pointing to PoLONlus 
i do repent : But heaven hath pleas'd it so, — 
To punish me with this, and this with me. 
That I must be their scourge and minister. 
I will bsetow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good night 
I must be cruel, only to be kind : 
Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind.— 
But one word more, good lady. 

Queen, What shall I do ^ 

Ham, Not this, by no means, that I bid^you do : 
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed ; 
Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call you, his mouse ; 
And let him, for -a pair of reechy kisses, 
Or padling in your neck with his damn'd fingers. 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 
That I essentially am not in madness. 
But mad in craft. 'Twere good, you let him know : 
For who, that's but a queen, fair, sober, wise. 
Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib,' 
Such dear concernings hide i who would do so ? 



[73 Do not, by suiy new indalgence* heighten yoar former ofeaces. JOHN* 
CS] Gib was a coonnon name for a cat. STEEVENS. 
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No, in despite of sense, and secrecy, 
Unpe{^ the basket on the house's top, 
Let the birds fly ; and, like the famous ape, 
To try conclusions, in the basket creep, 
And break your own neck down. 

Queen, Be thou assured, if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

Ham. I must to England ; you know that ? 

Queen, Alack, 
I had forgot ; 'tis so concluded on. 

Ham. There's letters seal'd : and my two school- 
fellows, — 

Whom I will trust, as I will adders fang'd,^ — 

They bear the mandate ; they must sweep my way. 

And marshal me to knavery : Let it work ; 

For 'tis the sport, to have the engineer 

Hoist with his own petar : and it shall go hard. 

But I will delve one yard below their mines, 

And blow them at the moon : O, 'tis most sweet. 

When in one line two crafts directly meet.* — 

This man shall set me packing. 

Ill lug the guts into the neighbour room :— 

Mother, good night.-^Indeed, this counsellor 

Is now most still, most secret, and most grave, 

Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 

Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you : — 

Good night, mother. 

lExewu meralfy : Hamlet dragging in Folonzus. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.f — 7Atf tome. Enter King, ^en, Rozbncrantz, 

and GUILDBNST£RN. 

JKin^. There's matter in these sighs ; these profound 
heaves ; 

You must translate : 'tis fit we understand them ; 

C33 That is* adders with their fangs, or toitonous t§9th undrawn. It hat 
been the practice of mountebaoks to boast the efficacy of their antidotes by 
playing with vipers, bat they first disabled their fangs. JOHNSON. 

C43 Stin allndlng to a cmmttrmine. MALONE. 

ISZ This play is printed in the old editions without any separation of ^ 
acts. The division is modern and aibitrary ; and is hert not very hapmr* 
for the pause is made at a time whea there is more oontlaBiCy m waoa 
than in almost any othfir of the scenes: JOHNSON. 
23 VOL. VIII. 
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Where is your son ? 

Queen. Bestow tbis place on us a little while.— 

IToRos, and Guil. who go out. 
Ah, my good lord, what have I seen to-night ! 

King, What, Gertrude ? How does Haailet ? 

Queen. Mad as the sea, and wind, when tK)th contend 
Which is the mightier : In his lawless fit, 
Behind the arras hearing something stir. 
Whips out his rapier, cries, ^ rat I a rat ! 
And, in this brainish apprehension, kills 
The unseen good old man. 

King. O heavy deed ! 
It had been so with us, had we been there t 
His liberty is full of threats to all ; 
To you yourself, to us, to every one. 
Alas ! how shall this bloody deed be answer'd -? 
It will be laid to us, whose providence 
i)hould have kept short, restraint, and out of hannt, 
This road young man : but, so much was our love. 
We would not understand what was most fit ; 
But, like the owner of a foul disease. 
To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Bven on the pith of ii&. Where is he gone ? 

Queen. To draw apart the body he hath kili'd : 
O'er whom his very madness, like some ore. 
Among a mineral of metals base. 
Shows itself pure ; he weeps for what is done. 

King. O, Gertrude, come away ! 
The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch. 
But we will ship "him hence : and this vile deed 
We must, with all our majesty and skill. 
Both countenance and excuse.— -Ho ! Guildenstem 1 

JSn/er RosENCRANTZ and Guildensterk. 
Friends both, go join you with some further aid : 
Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain. 
And from his mother's closet hath he dragg'd him. 
Go, seek him out ; speak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this. 

{Exeunt Ras. and Guil. 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wisest friends ; 
And let them know, both what we mean to do, 
And what's -untimely done : so, haply, slander,— 
Whose whisper oVr the world's diameter, 
As lev«l as the cannon to his blank, 
ITraDsports his poison *d shot,— may miss our Qame« 
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And hit the woundless air. — O come away ! 

My goal is foil of discord, and dismay. \^Rxeunu 



SCENE H. 

Another Hoom in the same. Enter Hamlet. 

j^am.— Safely stowed»— -[Ros. Istc, within. Hamlet ! 
lord Hamlet !] But soft, — what noise ? who calls od 
Hamlet f O, here they come. 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildekstesn« 
JRo«.What have you done.my lord, with the dead body? 
Ham. Compounded it with dust, whereto 'tis kin. 
JRoff. Tell us where 'tis ; that we may take it thence, 
And bear it to the chapel. 
Ham, Do not believe it. 
Bo9. Believe what \ 

Ham. That I can keep your counsel, and not mine 
own. Besides, to be demanded of a sponge ! — what re- 
pUcation should be made by the son of a king ? 

Ro8, Take you me for a sponge, my lord f 

Ham, Ay, sir ; that soaks up the king's countenance, 
his rewards, his authorities. But such officers do the 
king best service in the end: he keeps them, like an ape, ^ 
In the comer of his jaw ; first mouthed, to be last swal- 
lowed : When he needs what you have gleaned. It is 
bat squeezing you, and, sponge, you shall be dry again. 

Ro8, I understand you not, my lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it : A knavish speech sleeps in a 
foolish ear. 

Ro8, My lord, you must tell us where the body is, 
and go with us to the king. 

Ham4 The body is with the king, but the king is 
not with the body. The king is a thing— 

GuiL A thing, my lord ? 

Ham, Of nothing : bring me to him. Hide, fox, and 
all after.^ [Exeunt, 



(63 The ooarto has apph» which is generally followed. The folio has ape, 
which Sir T. Hanmer has thus illnstrated : 

" It is the way of monkeys in eating, to throw that part of their fo«d, 
which they take ap first, into a pouch they{are provided with on each side of 
their jaw, and there they keep it till they have done with the rest." JOHN. 

Apple hi the qoarto is a mere typographical error. The meaning is clearly 
<« as an ap0 does an apple." RITSON. 

{73 There is a play among children called. " Hide, fox, and all after.'* ' 
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SCENE III. 
Another Room in the same. Enter King, attended* 

King. I have sent to seek him, and to find the body. 
How dangerous is it, that this man goes loose ? 
Yet must not vre put the strong law on him : 
He's lov'd of the distracted multitude. 
Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes ; 
And, where 'tis so, the offender's scourge is weigh'd, 
But never the offence. To bear all smooth and even, 
This«udden sendirg him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : Diseases, desperate grown, 
By desperate appliance are reliev'd, 

Enter Rosengrantz. 
Or not at all. — Ho^ now ? what hath befallen ? 

Boa. Where the dead body is bestow'd, my lord» 
We cannot get from him. 

ICing, But where is he ^ 

Ro8. Without, my lord ; guarded, to know your 

pleasure. 
King. Bring him before us. 
Roa. Ho, Guildenstern ! bring in my lord. 

Enter Hamlet and Guildenstern. 
King^ Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 
Ham. At supper. 
King, At supper ? Where f 

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten ; a 
certain convocation of politic worms are e^en at him. 
Your worm is your only emperor for diet : we fat all 
creatures else, to fat us ; and we fat ourselves^ for mag- 
gots : Your fat king.and your lean beggar, is but varia- 
ble service ; two dishes, but to one table ; that's the end. 

King, Alas, alas ! 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hath eat 
of a king ; and eat of the fish that hath fed of that worm. 

King. What dost thou mean by this ? 

Ham, Nothing, but to show you how a king may go a 
progress through the guts of a beggar. 

King. Where is Polonius ? 

Ham, In heaven ; send thither to see : if your mes- 
senger find him not there, seek him i'the other plai^ 
yourself. But, indeed, if you find him not within this 
month, you shall nose him as vou go up the stairs into 
the lobby. 
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King, Go seek him there. [T'o some Mtentfants, 
Ham, He will stay till you come. \_Exeunt Attendanta, 
King, Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial safety, — 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou hast done, — must send thee hence 
With fiery quickness : Therefore, prepare thyself; 
The bark is ready, and the wind at help, 
The associates tend, and every thing is bent 
For England. 
Ham. For England ? 
King. Ay, Hamlet. 
Ham, Good. 

King, So is it, if thou knew'st our purposes. 

Ham, I see a cherub, that sees them.^But, come ; for 
England ! — Farewell, dear mother. 

King, Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham, My mother : Father and mother is roan and 
wife ; man and wife is one flesh ; and so, my mother. 
Come, for England. \^Kxit, 

King.FoUovf him at foot; tempt him with speed aboard; 
Delay it not ; Pli have him hence to-night : 
Away ; for every thing is seal'd and done 
That else leans on the affair : Pray you, make haste. 

[Exeunt Ros. and Guil. 
Andf England, if my love thou hold'st at aught, 
(As my great power thereof may give thee sense ; 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us,) thou may'st not coldly set* 
Our sovereign process ; which imports at full, 
By letters conjuring to that effect. 
The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England ; 
For like the hectic in my blood he rages. 
And thou must cure me : Till I know 'tis done, 
Howe'er my haps, my joys will ne*er begin. [Exit, 

SCENE IV. 

J l^ain in Denmark, Enter Fortknbras, and Forces, marching. 

For, Go, captain, for me greet the Danish king ; 
Tell him, that, by his licence, Fortinbras 

[8] Oar poet ha»here, I think* used an eUiutical expression : " tboa maycst 
■ot cojdl^r ut by oar sovereign process i" tnoa nayest not ut little by it, or 
estimate it I ightly. See many other instances of similar ellipses in Cmbe- 

Urn, tia y» »c, $, malone. 
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Craves the conveyance of a promis'd inarch 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous. 
If that his majesty would aught with us» 
We shall express our duty in his eye, 
And let him know so. ^ 
Caft* I will do*t, my lord. 

For, Go softly on. \Ex. Foktikbras, and ForccB. 

Enter Hamlet, Rosbncrantz, Guildbnstern, kSte, 
Ham. Good sir, whose powers are these i 

Cafi, They are of Norway, sir. 

Ham, How purposM, sir, 
I pray you ? 

Cc/i.' Against some part of Poland. 

Ham, Who 
Commands them, sir i 

Cafi, The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras. 

Ham, Goes it against the main of Poland, sir. 
Or for some frontier ? 

Cafi, Truly to speak, sir, and with no addition. 
We go to gain a little patch of ground. 
That hath in it no pront but the name. 
To pay five ducats, five, 1 would not farm it ; 
Nor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole, 
A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 

Ham. Why, then the Polack never will defend it. 

Cafi. Yes, 'tis already garrison*d. 

Ham.Tvfo thousand souls, and twenty thousand ducats-« 
Will not debate the question of this straw : 
This is the imposthume of much wealth and peace ; 
That inward breaks, and shows no cause without . 
Why the man dies.-~I humbly thank you, sir. 

Cafi. God be wi' you, sir. [Fxit Cdfitain, 

Bos. Wiirt please you go, my lord 

Ham. I will be with you straight. Go a little before. 

[Exeunt Ros. and GuiL. 
How all occasions do inform against me. 
And spur my dull revenge ! What is a man, 
If his chief good, and market of his time, 
Be but to slejep, and feed ? a beast, no more. 
Sure, he, that made us with such large discourse,* ' 
Looking before, and after, gave us not 
That capability and godlike reason 
To fust in us unus'd. Now, whether it be 



C9I Large discourse— such latitude of comprehension, such power of |e> 
viewing the past, and anticipating the futore. JOHNSON. 



HAM1.ST. 



79- 



Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple 

Of thinking too precisely on the event,— 

A thought, which, quarter'd, hath but one part wisdom, 

And, ever, three parts coward,— I do not know 

Why yet I live to say, Thia t/iing'a to do / 

Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and means. 

To do't. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me : 

Witness, this army of such mass, and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender prince ; 

Whose spirit, with divine ambition puflTd, 

Makes mouths at the invisible event ; 

Exposing what is mortal, and unsure, 

To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare, 

Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great. 

Is, not to stir without great argument ; 

But greatly to find quarrel in a straw, 

When honour's at the stake. How stand I then. 

That have a father kill'd, a mother stain'd. 

Excitements of my reason, and my blood,' 

And let all sleep ^ while, to my shame, I see 

The imminent death of twenty thousand men. 

That, for a fantasy, and trick of fame. 

Go to their graves like beds ; fight for a plot* 

Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause. 

Which is not tomb enough, and continent. 

To hide the slain ?-— O, from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth ! [^Exit, 

SCENE V. 

EUinore, A Room in the Castle. Enter ^een and Horatio. 

Queen. —I will not speak with her. 
Hor, She is importunate ; indeed, distract ; 
Her mood will needs be pitied. 
Queen, What would she have ? 

Hor. She speaks much of her father ; says, she hears. 
There's tricksi'the world; and hems,and beats her heart; 
^urns enviously at straws ;3 speaks things in doubt. 
That carry.but half sense : her speech is nothing. 
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move 

li] Provocations which excite both my reason and my passions lo ven- 
geance. JOHNSON. [2] A piece or' portion. REED. 

C3I Envy is much oftener put by our poet, and those of bis time, for direct 
aversion, than for malignity conceived at the sight of others* excellence. So in 
K.. Henry VI IX. " — voa turn the good wc offer into envy, STEEVENS. 
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'the hearers to collection ;^ they aim at it. 
And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts ; 
Which, as her winlEs, and nods, and gestures yield them, 
Indeed would make one thinlE, there might be thought. 
Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. « 
Queen. 'Twere good, she were spoken with ; for she 
may strew 

Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds : 

Let her come in. [Exit HoRATiOr 

To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is, 

£ach toy seems prologue to some great amiss : 

So full of artless jealousy is guilt, 

It spills itself in fearing to be spilt. 

Re-enter Horatio with Ophelia. 
Ofih, Where is the beauteous majesty of Denmark f 
Queen, How now, Ophelia ^ 

Oph. Mav) thould I your true love know^ 
From another one ? 
By hi* cockle hat and •taff^ 



Queen, Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song t 
ujih* Say you i nay, pray you, mark. 

He i* dead and gone, lady, [Singi, 

Me ii dead amd gone ; 
At hit head a gratt-green turf. 
At his heels a stone, 

0,ho! 

Queen, Nay, but Ophelia,—— 
Ofih, Pray you, mark. 

White his shroud as the mountain snow, [Sings. 



[4] As Mr. Mason observes, ** endeavour to collect some meaniog from 
them." So in Cymbtline, last scene, 

" whose containing 

" Is so from sense to hardness, that I can 

" Make no collection ol it." ST££V£NS. 

£53 Though her meaning cannot be certainly collcct^d, yet there is eooat^ 
to pot a mischievous interpreUtion to it. W ARBURTON. 

[63 There is no part of this play in its representation on the stage, more 
Bathetic than this scene, which 1 soiipose proceeds from the itttec insensibil- 
ity Opheli a has to her own mtsfortoues . A great sensibility* or none at aU# 
seems to produce the same effect. In the latter the audience supplv wh« 
she wants, and with the former they sympathise. Sir J. REYNOLDS. 

Cr] This is the description of a pilgim. While this kind of devotion wis 
. in favour, love intrigues were car; ied on under that mask. Hence 1^ old 
ballads and novels made pilgrimages the subjects of their plots. The cockie> 
shell hat was one of the essential badges of this vocation : for the chicr 
places of devotion belQg beyoad sea, or on the coasu, tKe pilgrims wcrcM* 
customed to pot cockleshells upon their hats, to denote th« tetcatim tr 
perf^ wcc of their devotion* WAIUrUIITON, 
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JEnter King. 
Queen. Alas, look here, my lord. 

Ofik. Larded all vcith s^eet fioviers ; 
Which bewept to the grave did go. 
With true-love shosvers. 

King, How do you, pretty lady ? 

0/ih, Well, God 'ield you They say, the owl was a 
baker's daughter.^ Lord, we know what we are, but 
know not what we may be. God be at your table ! 

King. Conceit upon her father. 

Ofih. Pray, let us have no words of this ; but when 
they ask you, what it means, say you this : 

Good morrovj, 'tis Saint Valentine's day. 

All in the morning betime, 
And I a maid at your vjindow. 

To be your Valentine 
Then up he rose, and don?d his clothes. 

And dupp'd the chamber-door ; * 
Let in the maid, that out a maid 

Never departed more. 
King. Pretty Ophelia ! 

Ofih. Indeed, without an oath, I'll make an end ont : 
By Gisy* and by Saint Charity,^ 

Alack, andfye far sham£ / 
Toung m^en mill do't, if they come to*t ; 

By eock,^ they are to blame, 
^oth she, before you tumbled me, 

Tou promised me to loed : 

[He answers.] 
So would I ha* done, by yonder sun, 

An thou hadst not come to my bed. 

King, How long hath she been thus ? 

Ofih, I hope, all will be well. We must be patient : 

[83 Heaven reward you. So in Anttny and Cleopatra, 

** Tend me to-nieht two hours, 1 ask no raore^ 

" And the godi yield you, for't THEO BALD. 

CQ] See Illustrations, Vol. IX. 

CO To don is to do on, to pat on ; doff is to do off. To dup is to do up, to 
lift up the the latch. JOHNSON. 

C23 I believe this word to be a corrupted abbreviation of Jesus* the letters 
I. H. S« being anciently all^hat was set down to denote that sacred name, on 
altars, the covers of books. Sec. RIDLEY. 

■ L3] St, Charity- is a known saint among the Roman Catholics. STEEV. 

C43 This is likwise a corruption of the sacred name. Many instances ara 
Kivtir in a note-at the beginning of the fifth act of the Stcond pari t(f, BtMOL 
IV, ST£EVEN«. * * M — O 
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but I cannot choose but weep, to think, they should lay 
him i'the cold ground : My brother shall know of it, 
and 80 I thank you for your good counsel. Come* my 
coach ! Good night, ladies ; good night> sweet ladies : ^ 
good night, good night. {Exit. 
King, Follow her close ; give her good watch, I pray 
you. [Exit Horatio. 

O ! this is the poison of deep grief ; it springs 
All from her father's death : And now behold* 
O Gertrude, Gertrude, 

When sorrows come, they come not single spies, 
But in battalions ! First, her father slain ; 
Next, your son gone ; and he most violent author 
Of his own just remove : The people muddied. 
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and whispers, 
For good Polonius* death ; and we have done but greenly, 
In hugger-mugger to inter him : Poor Ophelia, 
Divided from herself, and her fair judgment ; 
Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts. 
Last, and as much containing as all these. 
Her brother is in secret come from France : 
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds. 
And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 
With pestilent speeches of his father's death ; 
Wherein necessity, of matter beggar'd. 
Will nothing stick our person to arraign 
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this. 
Like to a murdering piece, in many places 
Give me superfluous death \An0i9c mtMn. 

Queen. Alack ! what noise is this ? 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Xing. Attend. 
Where are my Switzers ? Let them guard the door : 
What is the matter ? 

Gent. Save yourself, my lord ; 
The ocean, overpeering of his list,s 
Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste, 
Than young Laertes, in a riotous head, 
O'erbears your officers ! The rabble call him, lord ; 
And, as the world were now but to begin. 
Antiquity forgot, custom not known, 

C5] Such a piece as assassins nse, with many barrels. It is neconrrv to 
apprehend this, to see the jastaess of the simUitode. WARBUKTOlf. 
See Illustrations, VoJ. IX. 

[6] The lists are the barriers which the spectators of a tosnuuMM Mil 
ntrpaa. See note on Othello, act. lY. sc. i. JOHNSON*. 
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The ratifiers and props of every word. 
They cry. Choose tjoe : Laertes shall be king ! 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes shall be king^ Laertes king I 

Queen. How cheerfully on the false trail they cry ! 
O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs.^ 

I^ing, The doors are broke. {JVoise within. 

Enter Laertes, armed : Banes following. 
Laer. Where is this king ?— Sirs^stand you all without. 
Dan. No, let's come in. 
Laer. I pray yon, give me leave. 
Dan. We will, we will. {They retire without the door. 
Laer. I thank you :— keep the door. — O thou vile king. 
Give me my father. 

ueen. Calmly, good Laertes. 
aer. That drop of blood, that's calm, proclaims me 
bastard ; 

Cries, cuckold, to my father ; brands the harlot 
Even here, between the chaste unsmirched brow ^ 
Of my true mother. 

King. What is the cause, Laertes, 
That thy rebellion looks so giant-like ^ — 
Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person ; 
There's such divinity doth hedge a king. 
That treason can but peep to what it would, 
Acts little of his will. — Tell me, Laertes, 
Why thou art thus incens'd Let him go, Gertrude 
Speak, man. 

Laer. Where is my father ? 

IRng, Dead« 

Queen. But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead i I'll not be juggled with : 
To hell, allegiance ! vows, to the blackest devil ! 
Conscience, and grace, to the profoundest pit ! 
I dare damnation : To this point I stand,^ 
That both the worlds I give to negligence. 
Let come what comes ; only I'll be reveng'd 
Mostf throughly for my father. 

J^ng, Who shall stay you i 

iMer. My will, not all the world's : 
And, for my means, I'll husband them so well. 



[7] Hoaiidt ron cmAtr when ihey trace tbe tnUl backwards. JOHMMMI. 
£S1 THMmirdied brow, L e. c/Mftj aot 4effled. 5TUVINS. 
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They shall go far with little. 

Kinff. Good Laertes, 
If you desire to know the certainty 
Of your dear father's death, is't writ in your revenge, 
That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend and foct 
Winner and loser ? 

JLaer. None but his enemies. 

King, Will you know them then ? 

Laer, To his good friends thus wide 1*11 ope my arms ; 
And, like the kind life-rend*ring pelican. 
Repast them' with my blood. 

King. Why, now you speak 
Like a good child, and a true gentleman. 
That I am guiltless of your father's death. 
And am most sensibly in grief for it. 
It shall as level to your judgment 'pear. 
As day does to your eye. 

Danes* {within.l Let her come in. 

Laer. How now ! what noise is that ? 

Enter Op h E l i a ^ fantastically dressed with ntravts and 
Jlovjera. 

O heat, dry up my brains ! tears seven tines salt, 
Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye !— 
By heaven, thy madness shall be paid with weight, 
Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May ! 
Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia ! — 
O heavens ! is't possible, a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man's life ? 
Nature is fine in love : and, where 'tb fine. 
It sends some precious instance of itself 
After the thing it loves. 

Oph. They bore him barefaced on the bier ; 
Hey no nomry, nonny hey ntnmy : 
And in hit grave rair^d fnarej^ a tear 
Fare you well, my dove ! 

Laer, Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade reyenge, 
It could not move thus. 

Ofih. You must sing, Down a-down^ an you call him 
a-down-a. O how the wheel becomes it !» it is the 
false steward, that stole his master's daughter.- 

Laer. This nothing's more than matter. 

Ofih. There's rosemary, that's for remembrance ; * 

r9l By the wfte*/, she means the burden of the smz- STEEV^HS* 
[f J See lllostrations, Vol.TX. 
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Pray you, love» remember : And there is pansies, that's 
for thoughts. 

Laer, A document in madness ; thoughts and re- 
membrance fitted. 

Q/tA.There's fennel for you, and columbines :-^there's 
rue for you ; and here's some for me : — we may call it, 
herb of grace o'Sundays :— you may wear your rue with 
a difference. — There's a daisy :— I would give you some 
▼iolets ; but they withered all, when my father died : — 
They say^ he made a good end, — 

For bonny sweet Robin it all my joy [Sings. 

Lacr. Thought and affliction, passion, hell itself. 
She turns to favour, and to prettiness. 

Oph, And noill he not come again ? [Sings. 
And ivill he not com£ again ? 

Noy no, he's dead. 

Go to thy death'bedf 
Ms never will comx again. 
Mis beard was as white as snoiw, 
AUJlaxen was his poll : 

Me is gone, he is gone. 

And we cast away fnoan ; 
God 'a mercy on his soul / 

And of all christian souls !^ I pray God. God be wi'you^ 

[Exit Ophelia. 

Laer. Do you see this, O Gdd ? 

King. Laertes, I must commune with your grief, 
Or you deny me right. Go but apart, 
Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will. 
And they shall hear and judge 'twixt you and me : 
If by direct or by collateral hand 
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give, 
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours. 
To you in satisfaction ; but, if not. 
Be yon content to lend your patience to us. 
And we shall jointly labour with your soul 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be so ; 
His means of death, his obscure funeral,-* 
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, o'er his bones, 3 

C23 ''f mercy on his soul! , 

And of ait christian touts! This i« the common conclusion t« many of 
the ancient monamental inscriptions. STEEVENS. 

r33 The practice is aniformly kept op to this day of hanging the sworcb 
kelmet^ gamntlet* spars and tabard (t. e. coat whereon the armorial ensigns 
wers anciently depicted^ from whence the tcm cost of armour) over tbe 
grave of every knight. HAWKINS. 
24 VOL. VIII., 
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!No noble rite, nor formal ostentation,-- 

iCry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth. 

That I must call't in question. 

King. So you shall ; 
And, where the offence is, let the great axe fall, 
i pray you, go with me. [JSxeunt* 

SCENE VI. 

Another Hoom.in the same. Enter Horatio, and n Servant, 

Nor. What are they, that would speak with me ^ 

Serv. Sailors, sir ; 
They say, they have letters for you. 

Ifor, Let them come in.— {Exit Servants 

I do not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet. 

Enter Sailors. 
1 Sail. God bless you, sir. 
Jlor. Let him bless thee too. 

1 Sail. He shall sir, an't please him. There's a let- 
ter for you, sir ; it comes from the ambassador that was 
bound for England ; if your name be Horatio, as I am 
let to know it is. 

Hor. [reads.l Horatio^ when thou shalt have over- 
looked this, give these fellows some means to the king ; 
they have letters for him. Ere we were two days ol4 
>at seat a fiirate <f very warlike afifiointment gave us 
£hace : Finding ourselves too slow of sail, we fiut on a 
com/ielled valour and in the grafifile I boarded them : 
on the instant, they got clear ^ our ship, j so I alone 
became their jirisoner. They have dealt with me, like 
thieves of mercy s but they knew what they did ; lam 
to do a good turn for them. Let the king have the let* 
ters I have sent j and refiair thou to me with as much 
haste as thou would^st fly death. I have words to 
^fieak in thine ear will make the^ dumb $ yet are they 
much too light for the bore of the matter.^ These good 
fellows wiU bring thee where lam. Rosencrantz and 
Guildenstern hold their course for England : Of them 
JF have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

He that thou knowest thine, Hamlet. 



' i£4] Tbe hre is the caliber of a ^an, or the capacity of the barreb Tluc 
'mmt^ Hamlets weold carry heavier words . JOHNSON. 
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Come, I will give you way for these your letters ; 

And do't the speedier, that you raay direct me 

To him from whom you brought them. lExewrt, 

SCENE VII. 
Another Room in the tame. Enter King and Laertes. 

King, Now must your conscience my acquittance seal, 
And you must put me in your heart for friend ; 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
That he, which hath your noble father slain, 
Pursu'd my life. 

Laer It well appears. — But tell me, 
Why you proceeded not against these feats. 
So crimeful and so capital in nature, 
As by your safety, greatness, wisdom, all things else, 
You mainly were stirr'd up i 

King, O, for two special reasons ; 
Which may to you, perhaps, seem much nnsinew*d, 
But yet to me they are strong. The queen his mother, 
Lives almost by his looks ; and for myself, 
(My virtue, or my plague, be it either which,) 
She is so conjunctive to my life and soul, 
That, as the star moves not but in his sphere; 
I could not but by her. The other motive. 
Why to a public count I might not go. 
Is, the great love the general gender bear him 
Who, dipping all his faults in their affection. 
Work like the spring that turneth wood to stone, 
Convert his gyves to graces ; so that my arrows. 
Too slightly timber'd for so loud a wind, 
Would have reverted to my bow again, 
And not where I had aim'd them. 

Laer, And so have I a noble father lost ; 
A sister driven into desperate terms ; 
Whose worth, if praises may go back again,^ 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections : — But my revenge will come. 

King. Break not your sleeps for that : You must not 
think. 

That we are made of stuff so flat and dull. 
That we can let our beard be shook with danger. 
And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear more : 



[5] The common race of the people. JOHNSON. 

Ipj If I may praiie y^bat has been, bat is now to be found no more. JOHN. 
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I loved your father, and we love ourself ; 
And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine,— 
How now ? what news i 



McBB. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet : 
This to your majesty ; this to the queen. 
King, From Hamlet ! who brought them i 
Mess, Sailors, my lord, they say : I saw them not ; 
They were given me by Claudio, he receiv'd them 
Of him that brought them. 

£ing. Laertes, you shall hear them : — 
Leave us. [Exit Messenger, 

[Reads.] High and mighty ^ you shall know, I am set 
naked on your kingdom. To-morrow shall I beg leave 
to see your kingly eyes : when I shall, first asking your 
fiardon thereunto, recount the occasion of my sudden 



What should this mean ! Are all the rest come back ^ 
Or is it some abuse, and no such things 
Laer, Know you the hand i 
Kin^, *Tis Hamlet's character. Miked, — 
And, in a postscript here, he says, alone : 
Can you advise me ? 

Laer, I am lost in it, my lord. But let him come : 
It warms the very sickness in my heart. 
That I shall live and tell him to his teeth. 
Thus diddest thou. 

King. If it be so» Laertes^ 
As how should it be so ^ how otherwise t — 
Will you be rul'd by me ? 

Laer, Ay, my lord ; 
So you will not o'er-rule me to a peace. 

King. To thine own peace. If he be now return'd,— 
As checking at his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it, — I will work him 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device. 
Under the which he shall not choose but fall : 
And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe ; 
^ But even his mother shall uncharge the practice. 
And call it, accident. 

Laer, My lord, I will be rul'd ; 
The rather, if you could devise is so» 
That I might be the organ. 



Enter a Messenger, 



and more strange return. 




King, It falls right. 
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You have been talk'd of since your travel much. 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality 
Wherein, they say, you shine : your sum of parts 
Did not together pIucK such envy from him. 
As did that one ; and that, in my regard, 
Of the unworthiest siege.^ 

Laer, What part is that, my lord ? 

King, A very ribband in the cap of youth, 
Yet needful too ; for youth no less becomes 
The light and careless livery that it wears. 
Than settled age his sables, and his weeds. 
Importing health and gpraveness.^ — Two months since, 
Here was a gentleman of Normandy,-^ 
I have seen myself, and serv'd against, the French, 
And they can well on horseback : but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in*t ; he grew unto his seat ; 
And to such wond'rous doing brought his horse. 
As he had been incorps'd and demi-natur'd 
With the brave beast : So far he topp'd my thought. 
That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks. 
Come short of what he did.* 

JLaer. A Norman, was't ? 

King. A Norman. 

Laer. Upon my life, Lamord. 
* King, The very same. 

Laer, I know him well : He is the brooch, indeed, 
And gem of all the nation. 

King, He made confession of you ; 
And gave you such a masterly report. 
For art and exercise in your defence, 
And for your rapier most especial. 
That he cried out, 'twould be a sight indeed. 
If one could match you : the scrimers of their nation,' 
He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye. 
If you oppos'd them : Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy. 
That he could nothing do, but wish and beg 
Your s udden coming o'er, to play with you. 

[7] Of the lowest rank. Siege for seat, place. JOHNSON. So in 

Othello* *• 1 fetch my birth 

** From men of royal siege." STEE VENS. 

t8] Importing, here may be, not inferring by logical consequence, but j&ro- 
iucing by physical effect. A young man regards show in his dress, an old 
man health. JOHNSON, 
[o] I could not contrive so many proofs of dexterity aS he could perform. 

JOHNSON. 

to Scrimen-- fencers. From «cf fjw«<r, Fr. a /irn<rrr, JOHNSON. 

24* V0L. VIII. 
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Now, out of this,— — 

Laer, What out of this, my lord ? 

Aifijf* Laertes, was your father dear to yoa ? 
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 
A face without a heart ? 

Laer, Why ask you this ? 

King, Not that I think, you did not love your father; 
But that I know, love is begun by time ;^ 
And that I see, in passages of proof, ^ 
Time qualifies the spark and fire of it. 
There lives within the very flame of love 
A kisd of wick, or snuff, that will abate it ; 
And nothing is at a like goodness still ; 
For goodness, growing to a plurisy,^ 
Dies in his own too-much. That we would do. 
We should do when we would ; for this would changes, 
And hath abatements and delays as many. 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents ; 
And then this should is like a spendthrift sigh* 
That hurts by easing. < But, to the quick o'the ulcer : 
Hamlet comes back ; What would you undertake. 
To show yourself in deed your father's son 
More than in words f 

Laer, To cut his throat i'the church. 

King. Noplace, indeed, should murder sanctuarize ; 
Revenge should have no bounds. But, good Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep close withiti your chamber : 
Hamlet, return'd, shall know you are come home : 
W^'ll put on those shall praise your excellence. 
And set a double varnish on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you ; bring you, in fine, together, 
And wager o'er your heads : he, being remiss, ^ 
Most generous, and free from all contriving, 
Will not peruse the foils ; so that, with ease. 
Or with a little shufi&ing, you may choose 
A sword unbated,^ and, in a pass of practice, 

[2] This is obscare. The meaning may be, love is not innate in at* and 
coessential to our nature* but brgins at a certain time from tone external 
csbse, and being always subject to the operations of time* sofien change 
atid diminution. JOHNSON. 

Csl In transactions of daily experience* JOHNSON. 
-14^ I would believe, for the honour of Shakspeare, that he wrote pUthtrh 
Kot 1 observe that the dramatic writers of tliat time frequently call a ftiSh 
nets of blood a plurisy. WARBURTON. 

C53 A sigh that makes an unnecessary waste of the vital Bame. It ii a 
notion very prevalent, that sirbs impair the strength, and wear out tkm 
animalpowers. JOHNSON. 

{(^3 ynbaf ed, i* e. not blmnted as foils are by a kutton ilxcd at the «nd- ^ 
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Requite him for yout father. 

Lder. I will do't : 
And, for the purpose, I'll anoint my swordr 
I bought an unction of a mountebank, 
So mortal, that but dip a knife in it. 
Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare, 
Collected from all simples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can save the thing from death, 
That is but scratched withal : I'll touch my point 
With this contagion ; that, if I gall him slightly, 
It may be death. ^ 

Xing', Let's further think of this ; 
Weigh, what convenience, both of time and means, 
May fit us to our shape : if this should fail. 
And that our drift look through our bad performance* 
Twere better not assay'd ; therefore this project 
Should have a back, or second, that might hold. 
If this should blast in proof. Soft let me see 
We'll make a solemn wager on your cunnings,—- 
I ha't : 

When in your motion you are hot and dry, 

(As make your bouts more violent to that end,) 

And that he calls for drink, I'll have preferr'd him 

A chalice for the nonce ; whereon but sipping. 

If he by chance escape your venom'd stuck, 

Oar purpose may holdViere. But stay, what noise ? 

Enter Queen. 
How now; sweet queen ? 

Queen, One woe doth tread uppn another's heel, 
So fast they follow : — Your sister's drown'd, Laertes. 

Laer. Drown'd ! O, where ? 

Queen, There is a willow grows ascaunt the brook» 
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 
Therewith fantastic garlands did she make 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples, 
That liberal shepherds give a grosser name, 
But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them : 
There on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Cliarobering to hang, an enviou s sliver broke ; 
When down her weedy trophies, and herself. 



M It is a ifl:itter of surprise, that no one of Shakspeare's nmnerotis and 
able conunentators has remarked, with proper warmth and detestation, 
the Tillainons assassin-like treachery of Laertes in this horrid plot. There 
is the more occasion that he shoold be here pointed oat an oUect of abhors 
rence, as he is a character we are. in tome preceding parti of the plav, M 
to.ftfHCtiadidaire. RITSON. 
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Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide ; 

And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up : 

Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes ; 

As one incapable of her own distress. 

Or like a creature native and indu'd 

Unto that element : but long it could not be, 

Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 

Puird the poor wretch from her melodious lay 

To muddy death. 

Ijaer. Alas then, she is drown*d ? 

Queen. Drown'd, drown'd. 

JLaer. Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my tears : But yet 
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds. 
Let shame say what it will : when these are gone. 
The woman will be out. — Adieu, my lord ! 
I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze, 
But that this folly drowns it. [Exit. 

King, Let's follow, Gertrude : 
How much I had to do to calm his rage ! 
Now fear I, this will give it start again ; 
Therefore, let's follow. lExeunt. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I.— i< Churchyard. Enter tw Clovms, nith Spadet, Ife. 

1 Clofun, Is she to be buried in christian burial, that 
wilfully seeks her own salvation ? 

2 Clo. I tell thee, she is ; therefore make her grave 
straight : the crowner hath set on her, and finds it 
christian burial. 

1 C/o. How can that be, unless she drowned herself 
in her own defence i 

2 Clo. Why, 'tis found so. 

1 Clo, It must be ae offend endo ; it cannot be else. 
For here lies the point : If I drown myself wittingly, it 
argues an aot : and an act hath three branches ; it is, 
to act, to do, and to perform \^ Argal, she drowned 
herself wittingly. 

2 Clo. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver. 

1 Clo. Give me leave. Here lies the water ; good :." 
here stands the man ; good ; If the man go to thS wa> 

[€] Ridicttle oa sclwlattic divUioot withoat tfBtiactlov; fl 



ACT V. 



HAMLET* 



ter, and drovrn himself, it is, vill he, nill he, he goes ; 
mark you that : but if the water come to him, and 
drown him, he drowns not himself : Argal, he, that is 
Bot guilty of his own death, shortens not his own life. 
2 C/o. But is this law ? 

1 Clo. Ay, marry is*t ; crowner's-quest law. 

2 C/o. Will you ha» the truth on't ? If this had not 
been a gentlewoman, she should have been buried out of 
christian burial. 

1 C/o. Why, there thou say'st : And the more pity ; 
that great folks shall have countenance in this world 
to drown or hang themselves, more than their even 
christian.^ Come, my spade. There is no ancient 
gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers, and grave-makers ; 
they hold op Adam*s profession. 

2 Clo. Was he a gentleman } 

1 C/o. He was the first that ever bore arms. 

2 C/o. Why, he had none. 

1 C/o. What, art a heathen ^ How dost thou under* 
stand the scripture ^ The scripture says, Adam digged : 
could he dig without arms t I'll put another question to 
Ihee : if thou answerest me not to the purpose, confess 
thyself 

2 C/o. Go to. 

1 C/o. What is he, that builds stronger than either 
the mason, the shipwright, or the carpenter ? 

2 C/o. The gallows-maker ; for that frame outlives 
a thousand tenants. 

1 C/o. I like thy wit well, in good faith ; the gallows 
does well : But how does it well ^ it does well to those 
that do ill : now thou dost ill, to say, the gallows 
is built stronger than the church ; argal, the gallows 
may do well to thee. To*t again ; come. 

2 C/o. Who builds stronger than a mason, a ship* 
Wright^ or a carpenter i 

1 C/o. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 

2 C/o. Marry, now I can tell. 

1 C/o. To't. 

2 C/o. Mass, I cannot tell. 

Enter Hamlkt and Horatio, at a distance. 
X Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more about it ; for your 
dull ass will not mend his pace with beating ; and, 
"When you are asked this question next, say, a grave- 

^] AjsoIdfioglishespreniMforfUIow-clirlytia^ THI&LBT. . , 
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maker ; the houses that he makes, last till doorosdaf. 
60, £^t thee to YaughaD, and fetch me a stoup liquor. 

\^Exit 3 Clvmn. 
1 Clown digs, and sings. 

In youth, when I did love, didlovef 

Methought, it was very rofeet. 
To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my behove 

O, methought, there vsae nothing meet. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his business ? he 
sings at grave-making. 

i/br. Custom hath made it in him a property of easi- 
ness. 

Ham, 'Tis e'en so : the hand of little employment 
hath the daintier sense. 

1 CI9. But age, viith his stealing steps. 
Hath clam*d me in his clutch. 
And hath shipped me into the land. 
As if I had never been suck. IThrovfs up a scull. 

Ham. That scull had a tongue in it, and could sing 
once : How the knave jowls it to the ground, as if it 
were Cain's jaw-bone, that did the first murder ! This 
might be the pate of a politician, which this ess now 
o*er-reaches ; one that would circumvent God, might 
it not .» 

Hor. It might, my lord. 

Ham, Or of a courtier ; which could say. Good-mor- 
row t sweet lord ! How doat thou, good lord ? This might 
be my lord such-a-one, that praised my lord such-a-one's 
korse, when he meant to beg it ; might it not } 

Hor. Ay, my lord. 

Ham, Why, e'en so : and now my ladjf Worm's ;» 
chapless,and knocked about the mazzard with a sexton's 
spade : Here's fine revolution, an we had the trick to 
see't. Did these bones cost no more the breeding, but 
to play at loggats with them mine ache to think ont. 

1 Clo. A pici'axe, and a spade, a spade, 
For — cmd a shrouding-sheet : 
0, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet. [7ftr«w 1^ a scull. 

Ham. There's another : Why may not that be the seall 
of a lawjrer ? Where be his quiddits now, his quillets, his 
cases, his tenures, and his tricks ? why does he aoffer tius 

CO The scall that was my lord Such-a-m's, is now mj My IT^'i JOK 
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rude knave now to knock him about the sconce with a 
dirty shovel, and will not tell him of his action of battery ? 
Humph ! This fellow might be in's time a great buyer of 
land, with his statutes,- his recognizances, his fines, his 
double vouchers, his recoveries : Is this the fine of his 
fines, and the recovery of his recoveries, to have his fine 
pate full of fine dirt ? will his vouchers vouch him no 
more of his purchases, and double ones too, than the 
length and breadth of a pair of indentures f the very 
conveyances of his lands will hardly lie in this box ; and 
mast the inheritor himself have no more ? ha ? 

/Tor. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham, Is not parchment made of sheeprskins ? 

Hor. Ay, my lord, and of calves-skins too. - 

Ham. They are sheep, and calves, which seek out as- 
surance in that. I will, speak to this fellow ;-*Whose 
grave's this, sirrah ^ 
, 1 C/o. Mine, sir.— 

a pit of clay for to he made lShig9. 
For iuch a guet* m meet. 
Ham, I think it be thine, indeed ; for thou liest in*t. 
t Clo. You lie out on't, sir, and therefore it is not 
yours : for my part, I do not lie in't, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou dost lie in't, to be in't, and say it is thine : 
^tis for the dead, not for the quick ; therefore thou liest. 
1 C/o. 'Tis a quick lie, sir ; 'twill away again, from me 
_ to you. 

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for ? 
1 Clo, For no man, sir. 
Ham. What woman then ? 
1 Clo. For none neither. 
Ham. Who is to be buried in't ? 
1 Clo. One, that was a woman, sir ; but, rest her soul, 
she's dead. 

Ham. How absolute the knave is ! We must speak by 
the card, or equivocation will undo us.^ By the lord, 
Horatio, these three years I have taken note of it ; the 
age 4s ^rown so picked,^ that the toe of the peasant 
xomes so near the heel of the courtier, he galls his kibe. 
—How long hast thou been a grave-maker ? 

Cl] The e^rd is the sea chart* ttill so termed by in;«riners » and the word 
$B iiKerwards used bj Osric in the same sense. RITSON. 

We most speak with the same precbion and accuracy as is observed in 
iMarkiBe the troe distances of coasts, the heights.coarses.&c^ in a stirchart, 
which m oar {K>ee*s time was called a card. MALONE. 

Dd See lUaitrations. 
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t Cto. Of all the^ays i'the year, I came to*t that day 
that our last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 
Ham, How long's that since i 

1 Clo, Cannot you tell that ? every fool can tell that : 
It was that very day that young Hamlet was bom 
he that is mad, and sent into England. 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into England f 

1 C/o. Why, because he was mad : he shall recover ' 
kis wits there ; or, if he do not, 'tis no great matter there* 

Ham. Why f 

1 Clo. 'Twill not be seen in him there ; there the 
men are as mad as he. 
Ham. How came he mad ? 
1 C/o. Very strangely, they say. 
Ham, How strangely f 
1 Clo. 'Faith, e'en with losing his wits. 
Ham, Upon what ground ? 

1 Clo. Why, here in Denmark ; I hav« been sexton 
here, man, and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long will a man lie i'the earth ere he rot? 

1 Clo. 'Faith, if he be not rotten before he die, (as 
we have many pocky corses now-a-days, that will scarce 
hold the laying in,) he will last you some eight year, or 
nine year ; a tanner will last you nine year. 

Ham. Why he more than another ? 

1 Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with his trade, 
that he will keep out water a great while ; and your 
water is a sore decayer of your whoreson dead body 
Here's a scull now hath lain you i'the earth three-and- 
twenty years. 

Ham, Whose was it ^ 

1 Clo, A whoreson mad fellow's it was ; Whose do 
you think it was ^ 

Ham, l^ay, I know not. 

1 Clo. . A pestilence on him for a mad rogue ! he 
poured a flagon of Rhenish on my head once. This 
same scull, sir, was Yorick's scull, the king's jester. 

Ham. This? ITakea the scull. 

1 Clo. E'en that. 

Ham, Alas, poor Yorick ? — I knew him, Horatio ; a 
fellow of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy : he hath 
borne me on his back a thousand times ; and now, how 

C53 'l*^* appears that Hamlet was then thirty years old, and 

knew Yorick well, who had been dead twenty two years. And yet in the 
beginning of the play he is spoken of as a very young man, one that designed 
to go back to school, i. e. the University of Wittenberg. The Feet in the 
fiSai act forgot what he wrote in the first. BLACKSTON£. 
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abhorred in my imagination it is ! my gorge rises at it. 
Here hong those lips, that I have kissed I know not how 
oft. Where be your gibes now } your gambols ^ your 
songs ^ your flashes of merriment, that were wont to set 
the table on a roar } not one now, to mock your own 
grinning ? quite chap-fallen i now get you to my lady's 
chamber, and tell her, let her paint an inch thick, to 
this favour she must come ; make her laugh at that. — 
Pr'ythee, Horatio, tell me one thing. 
Hor. What's that, my lord i 

Ham. Dost thou think, Alexander looked o'this fash- 
ion i'the earth i 
Hor. E'en so. 

Ham. And smelt so ? pah ! \Throv)B down the acull, 
Hor. E'en so, my lord. 

Ham. To what base uses we may return, Horatio ! 
Why may not imagination trace the noble dust of Alex- 
ander, till he find it stopping a bung-hole ? 

Hor. 'Twere to consider too curiously, to consider so. 
Ham. No, 'faith, not a jot ; but to follow him thither 
with modesty enough, and likelihood to lead it : As 
thus ; Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexan- 
der returneth to dust ; the dust is earth ; of earth we 
make loam : And why of that loam, whereto he was 
converted, might they not stop a beer-barrel i 
Imperious Cssar, dead, and turn'dto clay. 
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 
O, that the earth, which kept the world in awe. 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw ! 
But soft ! but soft ! aside Here comes the king. 

Enter PtiesU, iSfc. in prccettion ; the Corpte of Oprblia, La- 
ertes and Mourners folloviing ; King^ ^een^ their TVaiw, 

The queen, the courtiers : Who is this they follow ? 
And with such maimed rites 1^ This doth betoken. 
The corse, they follow, did with desperate hand 
Fordo its own life. *Twas of some estate : 
Couch we a while, and mark. [Retiring with Hor. 

Ixier. What ceremony else ? 

Ham. That is Laertes, 
A very noble youth : Mark. 

Laer. What ceremony else ? 

1 Priest. Her obsequies have been as far enlarged 

- 1^] Imperfect obsequies. [7] Some person of high rank. JOHNSON. 
25 VOL. VIII. 
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.As we have warranty : Her death was doubtful ; 
And, but that great command o'ersways the order, 
.She should in ground unsanctified have lodg'd 
Till the last trumpet ; for charitable prayers* 
Shards, 8 flints, and pebbles, should be thrown on hen 
Yet here she is allow'd her virgin crants,» 
Her maiden strewments, and the bringing home 
.Of bell and burial. ' 

L,aer, Must there no more be done ? 

1 Pfieet. No more be done ! 
"We should profane the service of the dead. 
To sing a requiem^* and such rest to her 
As to peace-parted souls. 

JLaer. Lay her i*the earth 
And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May lucdets spring ! — 1 tell thee, churlish priest, 
A minist'ring angel shall my -sister be. 
When thou liest howling. 

£[am. What, the fair Ophelia .' 

rQueen. Sweets to the sweet : Farewell ! 

IScattering Jlowers* 
1 hop'd, thou should'st have been my Hamlet's wife ; 
i thought, thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet maid, 
And not>have sirew'd thy graise. 

Laer, O, treble woe 
fall ten times treble on that cursed head, 
•Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 
iDepriv'd thee of ! — Hold off the earth a while. 
Till I have caught her once more in mine arms : 

ILeafis into the grave 
"Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead ,; 
Till of this fiat a mountain you have made. 
To o*er-top old Pelion, or the skyish head 
. Of blue Olympus. 

Ham. IJdvancing.'] What is he, whose grief 
Bears such an emphasis f whose phrase of sorrow 
Co njures the wand'ring stars, and makes them stand 

[8] Broken pots, or tUet,<caUed pot-sherds, tilc'sheriu So, in Job iL %, 
" And he took him a potsherd (i. e. a^nece of a broken pot) to scrape Uk* 
self withal." RITSON. 

[9I I have been informed by an anonymous correspondent, that ermitsU 
•the German word for garlands, and I sop^se it was retained by ns fitMB die 
: Saxons. To carry garlands before the bier of a maiden, and «o hang tfaem 
^over her grave, k still the practice in rural parishes. JOHNSON. 

[1] Surial, here signifies interment in consecrated ground. WARS. 

Xs] A requiem is a mass performed in Popish chorcbes for tlM Oett oC tlie 
v-ac^tfl -qf a i>«rson deceased. STEE VENS. 

I 



HAMLET. 



Like wonder-wounded hearers ? this is I, 

Hamlet the Dane. ILea/is into the grave. 

Laer, The devil take thy soul ! [Grajfi filing with him. 

Ham. Thou pray'st not well. 
I pr*ythee, take thy fingers from my throat ; 
Fer, though I am not splenetive and rash. 
Yet have I in me something dangerous* 
Which let thy wisdom fear : Hold off thy hand. 

£ing. Pluck them asunder. 

Queen, Hamlet, Hamlet ! 

Jill, Gentlemen,—— 

Jlor, Good my lord, be quiet. 

IThe Attendants fiart them, and they come 
out of the grave. 

Ham, Why, I will fight with him upon this theme, 
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. 

Queen. O my son ! what theme i 

Ham, I lov'd Ophelia ; forty thousand brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love 
Make up my sum. — What wilt thou do for her ? 

King, O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Queen, For love of God, forbear him. 

liam, 'Zounds, show me what thou'lt do : 
Woul't weep ? .woul't fight ? woul't fast ? woul't tear 
thyself ? 

Woul't drink up Esil ?3 eat a crocodile ? 

I'll do't. — Dost thou come here to whine ? 

To outface me with leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quick with her, and so will I : 

And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw ' 

Millions of acres on us ; till our ground, 

Singeing his pate against the burning zone. 

Make Ossa like a wart ! Nay, an thon'lt mouth, 

I'll rant as well as thou. 

Queen, This is mere madness : 
And thus a while the fit will work on him ; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove. 
When that her golden couplets are disclos'd,^ 
His silence will sit drooping. 

Ham, Hear you, sir ; 



Cs] Weiiel is a considerable river which falls into the Baltic ocean. 

STEEVENS. 

C4I The young nestlings of the pigeon, when first disclosed, are callow* 
oaly covered with a yellow down ; and for chat reason stand in need of be- 
inc cherished by the warmth of the hen, to nrotect them from die 0hUlnes« 
ofliie ambient aif« for a considerable timeaner they are hatched* H&ATH* 
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What is the reason that you use me thus i 
I lov'd you ever : But it is no matter ; 
Let Hercules himself do what he may. 
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. {Exit, 
King, I pray you, good Horatio, wait upon him.— 

[Exit HoH. 

Strengthen your patience in our last night's speech ; 

[To Laertbs. 
We'll put the matter to the present push.— 
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. — 
This grave shall have a living monument : 
An hour of quiet shortly shall we see ; 
Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt > 

SCENE II. 

A Hall in the Castle, Enter Hamlkt and Horatio. 

Ham, So much for this, sir : now shall you see the 
other ;— 

You do remember all the circumstance ? 
Hor. Remember it, my lord ! 

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 
That would not let me sleep : methought, I lay 
Worse than the mutines in the bilboes.* Rashly, 
And prais'd be rashness for it, — Let us know, 
Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well. 
When our deep plots do pall : and that should teach us. 
There's a divinity that shapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will.* 

Hor. That is most certain. 

Ham, Up from my cabin. 
My sea-gown scarf'd about me, in the dark 
Grop'd I to find out them : had my desire ; 
Finger'd their packet ; and, in fine, withdrew 
To mine own room again : making so bold. 
My fears forgetting manners, to unseal 

iO Mutinet^tht French word for seditioas or disobedient fellows in the 
army or fleet. the ship's prison. JOHNSON. 

See Illustrations. 

[5] Hamlet, delivering an account of his escape^ begins with saying. Hat 
he rashly a nd then is carried into a reflection upon the weaknen of hi^ 
man wisdom. I rashly— praised be rashness for it— — us doc thiak 
these events casual, but let us kn(mt take notice and remember, that we smne- 
times succeed by indiscretion* when we fait by deep plots, and infer the 
perpetual superintendance and agency of the Divinity, The observaCton if 
Just, and will be allowed by every hamaa being, who shall rdkct OA Ihi 
cMrseofhisownlife. JOHNSON. 
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Their grand commission ; where I found, Horatio, 
'A royal knavery ; an exact command,— 
Larded with many several sort» of reasons. 
Importing Denmar-k's health, and England's too. 
With, ho ! such bugs and goblins in my life,g — 
That, on the supervise, no leisure bated, ^ 
Ko, not to stay the grinding of the axe, 
Mj^ head should be struck off. 
Mor. Is't possible ^ 

Ham, Here's the commission ; read it at more leisure. 
But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ? 
Hor, Ay, beseech you. 

Ham, Being thus benetted round with villanies, 
sOr I could make a prologue to my brains. 
They had begun the play ; — I sat me down ; 
Devis'd a new commission ; wrote it fair : 
I once did hold it, as our statists do, * 
A baseness to write fair, and laboured much 
How to forget that learning ; but, sir, now 
It did me yeoman's service. * Wilt thou know 
The effect of what I wrote i 

Hor, Ay, good my lord. 

Ham, An earnest conjuration from the king,— 
As England was his faithful tributary ; 
As love between them like the palm might flourish j 
As peace should still her wheaten garland- wear, 
And stand a comma 'tween their amities^ 
And many such like as's of great charge, 3 — 
That, on the view and knowing of these contents^ . 
With out debatement further, more, or l ess, 

C6] With iuth causes of terror, rising from my character amd designs. 

JOHNSO>f. 

A hut was no less a terrifick being than a goblin, W e call it at pMsent a. 
htgbear, STEEVENS. 
C73 Bated, for allowed. WARBURTON. 
[83 Or, in old English, signified before. MALOKE. 
tga A statist is a statesman. STEEVENS. 

Most of the great men oS Shakspearc's times, whose autographs hitve httn 
areservedj wrote very bad hands ; their secretaries very neat ones. 

BLACKSTONE. 

«* I have, ill my time, (says Montaigne) seene some»'wlio by writing 
did earnestly get both their titles and living, to disavow their auprentissa^, 
niarre their pen, and affect the ignorance of so vulgar a qualittt.'* Florio's 
ts^nslation, 1603, p. 125. RITSON. 

[1 3 This yeomanly qaallfication was a most asrful servant, or yeoman to 
me ; that is, did me eminent service. The ancient yeomen were famous 
for their military valour. STEEVENS. 

[23 Aises hravlly loaded, A quibble is intended between as the coiid|fiotaI 
farticle^ and ass the beast of burthen. JOHNSON. 
25* VOL. Vltl. 
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He should the bearers put to sudden death, 
Not sbriving-time allow'd. 

Hor, How was this seal'd ; 

Ham, Why, even in that was heaven ordinant ; 
I had my father's signet in my purse. 
Which was the model of that Danish seal ; 
Folded the writ up in form of the other ; 
Subscrib'd it ; gave't the impression ; placM it safely, 
The changeling never known : 3 Now, the next day 
Was our sea-fight ; and what to this was sequent 
Thou know'st already, 

Hor, So Guildenstern and Rosencrantz go to't. 

Ham, Why, man, they did make love to this employ- 
ment ; 

They are not near my conscience ; their defeat 
Does by their own insinuation grow 
'Ti's dangerous, when the baser nature comes 
Between the pass and fell incensed points 
Of mighty opposites. 

Hor, Why, what a king is this ! 

Ham, Does it not, think thee, stand me now upon ? 
He that hath kill'd my king, and whor'd my mother ; 
Popp'd in between the election and my hopes ; 
Thrown out his angle for my proper life. 
And with such cozenage ; is't not perfect conscience. 
To quit him with this arm and is't not to be damn'd, 
To let this canker of our nature come 
In further evil f 

Hor, It must be shortly known to him from England, 
What is the issue of the business there. 

Ham, It will be short : the interim is mine ; 
And a man's life's no more than to say, one. 
But I am very sorry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgot myself ; 
For by the image of my cause, I see 
The portraiture of his : Til count his favours ; 
But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 

Hor, Peace ; who comes here } 



[3] A changeling hz child which the fairies are supposed to leave in the 
room of that which they steaL JOHNSON. 
C4] Insinuathm, for cormptly obtmding themselves into his service. 

WARBUE'I*ON> 

[5^ To requite him, to pay him his chie. JOHNSON. 
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Enter Osric. 



0*r. Your lordship is right welcome back to Denmark. 
Ham. I humbly thank you, sir.— Dost know this wa- 
ter-fly ?• 
Hor, No, my good lord. 

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious ; for 'tis a vice 
to know him : He hath much land, and fertile : let a 
beaat be lord of beasts, and his crib shall stand at the 
king's mess : 'Tis a chough ;^ but, as I say, spacious 
in the possession of dirt. 

Oar. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at leisure, I 
should impart a thing to you from his majesty. 

Ham. I will receive it, sir, with all diligence of spir- 
it : Your bonnet to his right use ; 'tis for the head. 

Osr, I thank yoiir lordship, 'tis very hot. 

Ham. No, believe me, 'tis very cold ; the wind is 
northerly. 

Oar. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 

Ham.' But yet, methinks it is very sultry and hot ; 
or my complexion— 

Oar. Exceedingly, my lord ; it is very sultry, — as 
'twere,—! cannot tell how.— My lord, his majesty bade 
me signify to you, that he has laid a great wager on 
your head : Sir, this is the matter, — 

Ham. 1 beseech you remember— ^ 

[Hamlet movea him to put on hia hat. 

Oar. Nay, good my lord ; for my ease, in good faith. 
Sir, here is newly come to court, Laertes : believe me, 
an absolute gentleman, full of most excellent differen- 
ces, • of very soft society, and great showing : Indeed, 
to speak feelingly of him, he is the card or calendar of 
gentry, • for you shall find in him the continent of what 
part a gentleman would see. ' 

Ham. >Sir,his definement suffers no perdition in you;— 
though, I know, to divide him inventorially, would dizz y 

[6] A water.fly skips op and down npon the sarface of the water, without 
any apparent parpose or reason, and is thence the proper emblem of a bnsy 
trifler. JOHNSON. [7] A kind of jackdaw. JOHNSON. 

[83 Full of </i5//ii^«Wn^" excellencies. JOHNSON. 

toJ The general preceptor of elegance ; the card by which a i^entlemaa is 
to direct hii coarse, the calendar by which he is to choose his time, that 
what he does may be both excellent and seasonable. JOHNSON. 

|i] rou shall find him containing and comprising tv try awtlity vt\)\i^ a 
gfiiileman woula desire to contemplate tor imitation. JOHNSON. 

ri J This is designed as a specimen, and riaicole of the coart jargon amoont 
the ATATf rax of that time- The sense in english is, <« Sir, he snllh-s nothug 
in your aceomit of him, though to enumerate his good qulitieii partiailn^ 
would be endless ; yet when we haddoacMr bcflti it ftmdnmtmnitm^ 
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the arithmetic of memory ; and ^et but raw neither, in 
respect of his quick sail. But, m the verity of extol- 
inent, I take him to be a soul of great article ; and his 
infusion of such dearth ^ and rareness, as, to make true 
diction of him, his semblable is his mirror ; and, who 
else would trace him, bis umbrage, nothing more. 

Oar. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of him. 

Ham, The concernancy, sir ? why do we wrap the 
gentleman in our more rawer breath ^ 

0«r. Sir ? 

Hor, Is't not possible to understand in another tongue ? 
You will do't, sir, really. 
Ham, What imports the nomination of this gentleman^ 
Oar. Of Laertes f 

Hor. His purse is empty already ; all his golden 
words are spent. 

Ham. Of him, sir. 

Oar. I know, you are not ignorant 

Ham. I would, you did, sir ; yet, in faith, if you^ did, 
it would not much approve me ; — Well, sir. 

Oar. You are not ignorant of what excellence Laer- 
tes is— — 

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should compare 
with him in excellence ;^ but, to know a man well» 
were to know himself. 

Oar. I tnean, sir, for bis weapon ; but in the imputa- 
tion laid on him by them, in his meed he's unfeUowed.' 

Ham. What's his weapon ? 

Oar. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That's two of his weapons ; but, well. 

Oar, The king« sir, bath wagered with him six Bar- 
bary horses : against the which he has impawned, as I 
take it,sixFrench rapiers and poniards, with their assigniv 
as girdle, hangers, ^ and so : Three of the carriages, in 

of him. However, in strictness of truth, he is a great flwnias, and of a ctew 
acter so rarely to l>e mrt with, that to find any thing like him wc nnnt knit 
into his mirror, and tiis imitators will appear no more than his shadawa.'" 

WARBURTOIN* 

£33 Dearth is dearness, value, price. JOHNSON. 
C4] I dare not pretend to know him, lest I should pretend to an emlilf 1 
no man can CQmpIetely know another, but by knowing himself* whica ia oe 
utmost extent of human wisdom. JOHNSON. 
K5] In his meed^ia his excellence. JOHNSON. 
£6] Under this term were comprehended four graduated ttrifa^ Sck tiMt 
hwig down in a belt on each side of its receptacle for the sword. I write tf^ 



with a most gorgeoos belt, at least as ancient as the time of Jamos I* I 
me. It is or crimson velvet, embroidc * * " 
the Somerset famUy. ST££Y£N8. 
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faith, are very dear to fancy, very responsive to the 
hilts, most delicate carriagcs,and of very liberal conceit. 

Ham, What call you the carriages i 

Hor, 1 knew you must be edified by the margent,ere 
you had done.^ 

Oar. The carriages, sir, are the hangers. 

Ham, The phrase would be more german' to the mat- 
ter, if we could carry a cannon by our sides ; I would, 
it might be hangers till then. But, on : Six Barbary 
horses against six French swords,their assigns.and three 
liberal-conceited carriages; that's the French bet against 
the Danish : Why is this impawned, as you call it } 

Oar. The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen passes 
between yourself and him, he shall not exceed you 
three hits ; he hath laid, on twelve for nine ; and it 
would come to immediate trial, if your lordship would 
vouchsafe the answer. 

Ham, How, if I answer, no ? 

Oar. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your person 
in trial. 

Ham. Sir, 1 will walk here in the hall : If it please 
his majesty, it is the breathing time of day with me : 
let the foils be brought, the gentleman willing, and the 
king hold his purpose, I will win for him, if I can ; if 
not, I will gain nothing but my shame, and the odd hits. 

Oar, Shall I deliver you so i 

Ham, To this eflfect, sir ; after what flourish your 
■ature will. 

Oar. I commend my duty to your lordship. [Exit, 
Ham, Yours, yours.— He does well, to commend it 

himself ; there are no tongues else for's turn. 

Hor, This lapwing runs away with the shell on his 

head.' 

Ham. He did comply with his dug,* before he suck- 
ed it. Thus has he (and many more of the same 
breed, that, I know, the drossy age dotes on,) only got 
the tune of the time, and outward habit of encounter ; 



trl Dr. Warburton Very properly observes, that in the old books the 
gloat or commeat was usually printed on the margent of the leaf. ST££V. 
t83 More zerman-^vtiore akin. JOHNS. 

[9] I see no peculiar propriety in the image of the lapwing. Otrie did not 
run tlU he had done bis basinets. We may read— lapwnr ran aam.— 
That is, tMsfflloiv nuasfuti of unimportant hnstUfrmn his birth. JOHNS. 

Ci] Shskkspeare seems to have used comply in the aente in wUch we lae 
the verb compliment. See before. Act IL ic B ; «• —let me CMiFJ witb 
lothUgarbA TYRWHITT. 
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a kind of yesty collection, which carries them tbroogh 
and through the most fond and winnowed opinions ; and 
do but blow them to their trial, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord, 
Lord, My lord, his majesty commended him to yoa* 
by young Osric, who brings back to him. that you at- 
tend him in the hall : He sends to know, if your pleas- 
ure hold to play with Laertes, or that you will take* 
longer time i 

Ham, 1 am constant to my purposes, they follow the 
king's pleasure : if his fitness speaks, mine is ready ; 
now, or whensoever, provided I be so able as now. 

Lord, The king, and queen, and all are coming down. 

Ham, In happy time. 

Lord. The queen desires you, to use some gentle 
entertainment^ to Laertes, before you fall to play. 

Ham. She well instructs me. [^Exit Lord, 

Hor. You will lose this wager, my lord. 

Ham, I do not think so ; since he went into France, I 
have been in continual practice ; I shall win at the odds.' 
But thou would*st not think, how ill all's here about my 
heart : but it is no matter. 

Hor, Nay, good roy lord, ■ 

Ham, It is but foolery ; but it is such a kind of gain- 
giving,^ as would, perhaps, trouble a woman. 

//or. If your mind dislike any thing, obey it : I will 
forestal their repair hither, and say, you are not fit. 

Ham, Not a whit, we defy augury ; there is a special 
providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it be now, 'tis 
not to come ; if it be not to come, it will be now ; if it 
be not now, yet it will come : the readiness is all : Since 
no man, of aught he leavesr knows, what iB*t to leaye 
betimes ? Let be. 

Emr King, ^een, Laertes, Lords, OsaiCy and Attendant 
with foiUt 

JiTm^. Come,Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
\The Kingfiuta the hand o/^Laertes into that 
of Hamlet, 

Ham, Give me your pardon, sir : I hare done yoa . 
wrong ; 

But pardon it, as you are a gentleman. 



Csl Mild and temperate conversation. JOHNSON. 
C3] I Khali succeed with the advantage that I am allowtd. 
C4] Cain-giviHi is tbe Mine as misgiving* STEfiVSMlT 
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This presence knows, and you must needs have heard, 
How 1 am punished with a sore distraction. 
What I have done, 

That might your nature, honour, and exception. 

Roughly awake, I hear proclaim was madness.' 

Wast Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never, Hamlet : 

If Hamlet from himself be ta'en away, 

And, when he's not himself, does wrong Laertes, 

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. 

Who does it then ? His madness : If't be so, 

Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd ; 

His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy. 

Sir, in this audience. 

Let my disclaiming from a purposed evil 

Free me so far in your most generous thoughts, 

That l have shot my arrow o'er the house. 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. I am satisfied in nature, « 
Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most 
To my revenge : but in my terms of honour, 
I stand aloof ; and will no reconcilement. 
Till by some elder masters, of known honour, 
I have a voice and precedent of peace. 
To keep my name ungor'd : But till that time, 
I do receive your ofier'd love like love. 
And will not wrong it. 

Ham. I embrace it freely ; 
And will this brother's wager frankly play.— 
Give OS the foils ; come on. 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

Ham. I'll be your foil, Laertes ; in mine ignorance 
Your skill shall, like a star i'the darkest night. 
Stick fiery off indeed. 

JLaer. You mock me, sir. 

Ham: No, by this hand. 

King. Give them the foils, young Osric— Cousin 
Hamlet, 
You know the wager 

Ham., Very well, my lord ; 
Your grace hath laid the odds o'the weaker side. 

King. I do not fear it : 1 have seen you both » 

t5] 1 with Hamlet had made some other defence ; it is nnstiitable to the 
character of a good or a brave man to shelter himself In falsehood* JOHMS^ 

t6] Tliis was a piece of satire oa fimtastical honour. Thoagh Mfivw Is 
satisfiedf ytx. he will ask advice of older men of the sword* whMfacr mrtU ^ 
ciai hoimtr ought to be contented with Hamlft*^ wbm liilWi VSUSOf* . 
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But, since he's bettered, ve have therefore odds. 
Laer, This i^ too heavy, let me see another. 
Ham, This likes me well : These foils have all a 
length ? [^They firefiare to play. 

Oar. Ay, my good lord. 

King, Set me the stoups of wine upon that table ^ 
If Hamlet give the first or second hit. 
Or quit in answer of the third exchange. 
Let all the battlements tneir ordnance fire ; 
The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath ; 
And in the cup -an union shall he throw,* 
Richer than that which four successive kings 
In Denmark's crown have worn ; Give me the cnps ; 
And let the kettle to the trumpet speak, 
The trumpet to the cannoneer without. 
The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earthy 
JVbw the king drinks to //am/^ r.— Come, begin 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 

Ham, Come on, sir. 

ia^r. Come, my lord. [^They play. 

Ham. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgment. 

Oar, A hit, a very palpable hit. 

Laer, Well,— again. 

King, Stay, give me drink: Hamlet, this pearl is 
thine 

Here's to thy health. — Give him the cup. 

ITrumpets sound ; and cannon shot off within. 

Ham. ril play this bout first, set it by a while. 
Come.— Another hit ; What say you ? [They play* 

Laer, A touch, a touch, I do confess. 

King, Our son shall win. 

Queen. He's fat, and scant of breath.— 
Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows : 



C7l Stoup is a common word in Scotland at this day» and denotes a pewter 
vessel, resembling our wine measure ; but of no determinate quantity, that 
being ascertained by an adjunct, as gallon-stoup* pint'SUmp, mutchkh^tHuh 
Sto. The vessel in which they fetch or keep water is also caUed the wtUV- 
stoup' A ftoup of'wine is therefore equivalent to a pitcher of wine. RFTSON* 

C8] An union is the finest sort of pear], and has it* place in all cnmastf^ 
coronets. THEO.— — To swallow a pearl in a dnnigot seems to hmwt bees 
equally co mason to royal and mercantile prodigality. It may be obtencd, 
tifcewise, thzt pearls were supposed to possess an exmliratiag gsaJj^^^ 

E9] Under pretence of throwing a pearl into the cop, the King may be 
supposed to drop some poisonous drug into the wine. Hamlet aecmt to pi- 
^ect this, when he afterwards discovers the effects of the poiioii» nddiBi^ 
mgly asks him,—" Is the union here I" STEEVENS. 
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Tlie queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet. 
Ham. Good madam,— 
King. Gertrude, do not dnnk. 
Queen, I v/ill, my lord ; — I pray you, pardon me. 
iing. It is the poison'd cup ; it is too late. [jiside. 
Ham, i dare not drink yet, madam ; by and by. 
Queen, Come, let me wipe thy face, 
Laer. My lord, I'll hit him now. 
JCing, I do not think it. 

Laer. And yet it is almost against my conscience. 



Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes : You do but dally ; 
I pray you, pass with your best violence ; 
I am afeard, you make a wanton of me. 
JLaer. Say you so ? come on. [^They /ilay. 

Osr. Nothing neither way. 
Laer. Have at you now. 

[Lasrtes wounds Hamlet ; then, in scuffling, they change 
rapiers, and Hamlet vtounds Laertes. 

King, Part them» they are incens'd. 

Ham. Nay, come again. [The Queen falls. 

Oar. Look to the queen there, ho ! 

Hor. They bleed on both sides : — How is it, my lord ? 

Osr. How is't, Laertes ? 

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own springe, Osric ; 
I am justly kill'd with mine own treachery. 
Ham. How does the queen ^ 
King. She swoons to see them bleed. 
Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink,— O my dear 
Hamlet !— 

The drink, the drink ;-*I am poison'd ! {Dies. 
Ham. O villainy !— Ho ! let the door be lock'd : 



Laer. It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art slain ; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good, 
In thee there is not half an hour's life ; 
The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 
Unbated, and envenom'd : The foul practice 
Hath tum'd itself on me ; lo, here I lie. 
Never to rise again : Thy mother's poison*d ; 
I can Bo more ; the king, the king's to blame. 

Ham. The point 
Bnvenom'd too !— 

Then, venom, to thy work. [Stais thtXki^^ 

56 VOL. VIII, ' 



[Aside. 



Treachery ! seek it out. 
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Oar, kst Lord*. Treason ! treason ! 

King, O, yet defend me, friends, I am but hurt 

Ham, Here,thou incestuous, murd'rous,damned Dane, 
Drink off this potion : — Is the union here ? 
Follow my mother. iKing dic$, 

Laer, He is justly serv'd ; 
It is a poison tempered by himself.— 
Exchange forg;iveness with me, noble Hamlet ; 
Mine and my father's death come not upon thee ; 
Nor thine on me ! [Z>t>«. 

Ham, Heaven make thee free of it ! I follow thee. 
I am dead, Horatio :— Wretched queen, adieu !— 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance. 
That are but mutes or audience to this act. 
Had I but time, (as this fell sergeant, death. 
Is strict in his arrest,) O, I could tell you, — 
But let it be :— Horatio, I am dead ; 
Thou liv*8t ; report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatisfied. 

Hor, Never believe it ; 
I am more an antique Roman than a Dane, 
Here's yet some liquor left. 

Ham. As thou'rt a roan, — 
Give me the cup ; let go ; by heaven 1*11 have it.— 

God .'—Horatio, what a wounded name. 

Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind me i 

If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart. 

Absent thee from felicity a while. 

And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain. 

To tell my story, — {March afar off^ and shot within. 

What warlike noise is this f 

Oar, Young Fortinbras, with conquest come from Po- 
land, 

To the ambassadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 

Ham. O, I die, Horatio ; 
The potent poison quite o'ercrows my spirit ; 

1 cannot live to hear the news from England : 
But 1 do prophecy the election lights 

On Fortinbras ; he has my dying voice ; 
So tell him, with the occurrents» more or less, 
Which have solicited,— The rest is silence. [DfV«» 
//or. Now cracks a noble heart ;— Goodnight, sweet 
prince ; 
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And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest !^ 

Why does the drum come hither i iMarch vnthin. 

Enter F0RTINBBAS9 the EnglUh Ambattadon, and others. 

Fort, Where is this sight i 
Hor, What is it, you would see } 
If aught of woe, or wonder, cease your search. 

Fort. This quarry cries on havock !>— O proud death I. 
What feast is toward in thine eternal cell. 
That thou so many princes, at a shot. 
So bloodily hast struck ^ 

1 Amb. The sight is dismal ; 
And our affairs from England come too late : 
The ears are senseless, that should give us hearings 
To tell him, his commandment is fulfiU'd, 
That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead : 
Where should we have our thanks ? 

Hor, Not from his mouth, 
Had it the ability of life to thank you ; 
He never gave commandment for their death. 
But since, so jump upon this bloody question. 
You from the Polack wars, and you from England, 
Are here arriv'd ; give order, that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view ; 
And let me speak, to the yet unknowing world. 
How these things come about : so shall you hear 
Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts ; 
Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters ; 
Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd cause ; 



Fall'n on the inventors' heads : all this can I 
Truly deliver. 

Fort, Let us haste to hear it. 
And call the noblest to the audience. 
For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune ; 
I have some rights of memory in this kingdom. 
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite roe. 

Hor. Of that I shall have also cause to speak. 
And from his mouth whose voice will draw on more : 
But let this same be presently performed. 
Even while men's minds are wild; lest more mischance. 
On plots, and errors, happen. 



[1] See lilostr^tions. 

[33 To cry on was to ex€laim arainst. I suppose, when onfttir tpoittmcn 
dlettroyed more quarry or gamt tbui was reasonable^ the ceosore was to 07, 
MaVKk. JOHNiON. 
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Fort. Let four captains 
Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the 8ta|;e ; 
For he was likely, had he beea put on. 
To have proved most royally : and» for hit passage, 
The soldiers' music, and the rites of war. 
Speak loudly for him.— 
Take up the bodies :— Such a sight as this 
Becomes the field, but here shows much amiss. 
Go» bid the soldiers shoot. [A dead march* 

[Exeunt, bearing off the dead bodies $ after 
which, a Jieal of ordnance t« shot off. 
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OBSERVATIONS. 



THE beauties of this play impress themselves so strongiy 
upon the attention of the reader, that they can draw no iiid 
from critical illustration. The fiery openness of Othello, mag- 
nanimous, artless, and credulous, boundless in his confidence, 
ardent in his affection, inflexible in his resolution, and obdu- 
rate in his revenge ; the cool malignity of lago, silent in his 
resentment, subtle ifi his designs, and studious at once of his 
interest and his vengeance ; the soft simplicity of Desdemona, 
confident of merit, and conscious of innocence, her artless 
perseverance on her suit, and her slowness to suspect that she 
can be suspected, are such proofs of Shakspearc's skill in 
human nature, as, I suppose, it is vain to seek in any modem 
writer. The gradual progress which lago makes in the 
Moor*s conviction, and the circumstances which he employs 
to inflame him, are so artfully natural, that, though it will 
perhaps not be said of him as he says of himself, that he is a 
man not easily jealous, yet we cannot but pity him, when at 
last we find him perplexed in the extreme. 

There is always danger, lest wickedness, conjoined with 
abilities, should steal upon esteem, though it misses of appro- 
bation ; but the character of lago is so conducted, that he- is, 
from the first scene to the last, hated and despised. 

Even the inferior characters of this play would be very con- 
spicuous in any other piece, not only for their justness, but 
tfkeir strength. Cassio is brave, benevolent, and honest, ruin- 
ed only by his want of stubbornness to resist an insidious in- 
vitation. Roderigo's suspicious credulity, and impatient sub- 
mission to the cheats which he sees practised upon him, and 
which by persuasion he suffers to be repeated, exhibit a 
strong picture of a weak mind, betrayed by unlawful desires 
to a false friend ; and the virtue of Emilia is such as we ©flen 
find, worn loosely, but not cast off, easy to commit small 
crimes, but quickened and alarmed at atrocious villainies. 

The scenes^ from the beginning to the end are busy, varied 
by happy interchanges, and regulaily promoting the progres- 
sion of the story ; and the narrative in the end, though it tells 
but what is known already, yet is necessary to produce tlie 
death of OtheUo. 

Had the scene opened in Cyprus, and the preceding inci- 
dent been occasionally related, there had been little wanting^ 
to a drama of the most exact and scrupulous regularity. 

JohnsomV 



HERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Duke of Venice. 
BKABANTio.a senator. 
Two other Senators. 
\ Gratiano, brother to Brabantio. 
LoDOvico, kinsman to Brabantio. 
Othello, the Moor : 
Cass 10, lieutenant ; 
I AGO, his ancient, 
RoDERiGO, a Venetian gentleman. 
MoNTANo, Othello's firedecessor in the government of 

Cyfirus, 
Clown, servant to Othello. 
Herald. 

Desdemona, daughter to Brabantio, and wife to 

Othello. 
Emilia, wife to lago. 
BiANGA, a courtezan, mistress to Caasio. 

Officers, Gentlemen, Messengers, Musicians^ Sailors^ 
Attendants^ i^c» 

SCEMEffor thejirst act, in Venice ; during the rest 
of the ftlat/, at a seafiort in Cy/irus. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE ren/ce. A Street, Enter Rodekzgo and Iago. 

TJ^oderigo. 
USH, never tell roe, I take it much unkindly. 
That thou, Iago,-^who hast had my purse, 
As if the strings were thine, — should'st know of this. 

lago. 'Sblood, but you will not hear me :— 
If ever I did dream of sach a matter, 
Abhor me. 

Bod, Thou told'st me, thou didst hold him in thy hate. 
Jago, Despise me, if I do not. Three great ones of 
the city. 

In personal suit to make me his lieutenant, 

Oft capp'd to him — and, by the faith of man, 

I know my price, I am worth no worse a place : 

But he, as loving his own pride and purposes. 

Evades them, with a bombast circumstance,* 

Horribly stufTd with epithets of war ; 

And, in conclusion, nonsuits 

My mediators ;/or, certea, says he, 

I have already chose my officer. 

And what was he ? 

Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 

A fellow almost damn'd in a fair wife ;3 

That never yet a squadron in the field. 

Nor the division of a battle knows 

More than a spinster ; unless the bookish theoric, 

Wherein the toged consuls^ can propose 

As masterly as he ; mere prattle, without practice, 

CO To cap is to salate by caking off the cap. It is still an acarfealc 
j/brme. M. MASON. 

C3] Circumstance here signifies eircumlocutim* REED. 

C3] See lUostrations. ' 

C4] Venice was originally governed by consuls t and consols seems to haire 
been commonly osed for cmmselhrs, as afterwards in diis plaT. Bv teff* 
yeriuMM is meant peaceable, in opposition to the «qMf/lfo mfiflor ^ 
ffbidi he had beenspeaking. MALONE. 
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Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the election : 
And I,— of whom his eyes had seen the proof. 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus ; and on other grounds 
Christian and heathen, — must be be-lee'd and calm'd 
By debitor and creditor, this counter-caster 
He, in good time, must his lieutenant be. 
And I, (God bless the mark !) his Moor-ship's ancient. 
Rod. By heaven, I rather would have- been his hang- 
man. 

lago. But there's no remedy, 'tis the curse of service ; 
Preferment goes by letter,* and affection. 
Not by the old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself. 
Whether I in any just term am affin'd 
To love the Moor 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 

lago. O, sir, content you ; 
I follow him to serve my turn upon him : 
We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
That, doating. on his own obsequious bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his master's as8> 
For nought but provender ; and, when he's old, cashier'd; 
Whip me such honest knaves : Others there are. 
Who, trimm'd in forms and visages of duty. 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves ; 
And, throwing but shows of service on their lords, 
Do well thrive by them, and, when they have lin'd their 
coats, 

Do themselves homage : these fellows have some soul ; 
And such a one do I profess myself. 
For, sir. 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 

Were I the Moor, I would not oe lago : 

In following him, I follow but myself ; 

Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty. 

But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 

For when my outward action doth demonstrate 

The native act and figure of my heart _ _ 

IS\ It was ancteotly the practic« to reckon pp tarns with cfwi^tfri. So in 
Vh9 Winter* I Tali, *' Fifteen hundred shorn— What comes the wool to 
I cannot do't without counters.'* MALONE. 
16"] By recommendation from powerfol friends. JOHNSON. ^ 

C7] The meaning is. Do I stand within any snch tenna of V^^fSti^lff 
iHstloa tttheMoooaithatitlsmydotrtolovebIm? JOHNKMit 
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In compliment extern, > 'tis not long after 
Bat I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at : I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick-lips owe» 
If he can carry't thus ! 

Jago. Call up her father. 
Rouse him : make after him, poison his delight. 
Proclaim him in the streets ; incense her kinsmeD, 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell. 
Plague him with flies : though that his joy be joy, 
Yet throw such changes of vexation on't. 
As it may lose some colour. 

Hod. Here is her father's house ; 1*11 call aloud« 

Jago. Po ; with like timorous accent, and dire yeU» 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. 

Rod. What ho ! Brabantio ! signior Brabantio, ho ! 

lago. Awake ! what, ho ! Brabantio ! thieves ! thieves t 
thieves ! . 

Look to your house, your daughter, and your bags ! 
Thieves ! thieves ! 

Brabantio above^ at a windovf. 
Bra. What is the reason of this terrible summons ? 
What is the matter there ? 
Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 
lago. Are your doors lock'd ? 
Bra. Why ? Wherefore ask you this ? 
Jago, Zounds, sir, you are robb'd ; for shame, put on 
your gown ; 

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul ; 
Even now, very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise ; 
Awake the snorting citizens with the bell, 
Or else the devil will jnake a grandsire of yoa : 
Arise, I sav. 

Bra. What, have you lost your wita f 

Rod. Most reverend signior, do yoa know my voices 

Bra. Not I ; What are you t 

Rod. My name is Rodengo. 

Bra. The worse welcome : 
I have charg'd thee, not to haunt about my doors. 
In hooest plainness thou hast heard me say. 
My daughter is not Jor thee ; and now, in madness. 



.m. In that whkh I do onlf for as outward thow of drUtty. JObNaOH 
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Being full of supper, and distempering draughts. 
Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come 
To start my quiet. 

Rod. Sir, sir, sir,— 

Bra, But thou must needs be sure, 
My spirit, and my place, have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good sir. 

Bra. What tell'st thou me of robbing? this ia Venice ; 
My house is not a grange.^ 

Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 
In simple and pure soul I come to you. 

lago. 'Zounds, sir, vou are one of those, that will not 
serve God, if the devil bid you. Because we come to 
do you service, you think we are ruffians : You'll have 
your daughter covered with a Barbary horse ; youll 
nave your nephews neigh to you : youll have coursers 
for cousins, and gennets for germans.' 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou ? 

lago, I am one, sir, that comes to tell you, your 
daughter and the Moor are now making the beast with 
two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a villain. 

lago. You are— a senator. 

Bra. This thou shalt answer ; I know thee, Roderigo. 

Rod. Sir, I will answer any thing. But I beseech you, 
If't be your pleasure, and most wise consent, 
(At partly, I find it is,^ that your fair daughter. 
At this odd-even* and dull watch o'the night. 
Transported— with no worse nor better guard. 
But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier,— 
To the gpross clasps of a lascivious Moor,— 
If this be known to you, and your allowance. 
We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs ; 
But, if you know not this, my manners tell me. 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe. 
That, from the sense of all civility, 
I thus would play and trifle with your reverence : 
Your daughter,— if you have not given her leave,— 
I say again, hath made a gross revolt ; 

C9] In Lincolnthlre, and in other MHthtrn ooontiM. tliey ciU every ¥mi 
hxSatc, or Gum which staDdi solltanr a groHgt. So io MMommftt. Wbumu ' 
" —at the moated gtoM^ resides thb dQected Mariana." T. WA&TOll. 

Ci] Vtpkmit in this instance has the power of the Latin word mi$9u aai 
signifies a n-andson, or any lineai descendant. The alliteratien in tlUi pMH|t 
caused Shakspeare to have recourse to it. A /<imtf is a flfsilsh hare& . 

li] This oid'tvm is the intennd between twelve at nigfat« Mid* one ki the 
miming. HENLEY. 
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Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes, 

In an extravagant and wheeling stranger. 

Of here and every where : Straight satisfy yourself : 

If she be in her chamber, or your house, 

Let loose on me the justice of the state 

For thus deluding you. 

Bra, Strike on the tinder, ho ! 
Give me a taper ;«*call up all my people 
This accident is not unlike my dream. 
Belief of it oppresses me already : — 
Light, I say ! light ! [Exit ^ from above, 

lago. Farewell ; for I must leave you : 
It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place. 
To be produc'd (as, if I stay, I shall,) 
Against the Moor : For, I do know, the state,— 
However this may gall him with some check, — 
Cannot with safety cast him ; for he*s embark'd 
With such loud reason to the Cyprus' wars, 
(Which even now stand in act,) that, for their souls. 
Another of his fathom they have not. 
To lead their business : In which regard. 
Though I do hate him as I do hell pains. 
Yet, for necessity of present life, 
I must show out a flag and sign of love. 
Which is indeed but sign. That you may surely find him, 
Lead to the Sagittary the rais'd search ; 
And there will I be with him. So, farewell. [Exit. 

Enter, Mow, Brabantio aad Seroanu vsith torches. 

Bra, It is too true an evil : gone she is ; 
And what's to come of my despised time,^ 
Is naught but bitterness.->-Now, Roderigo, 
Where didst thou see her ? — O, unhappy girl !-— 
With the Moor, say*st thou ? — Who would be a father ?— 
How didst thou know ^twas she ^ — O, thou deceiv'st me 
Past thought! — What said she to you?— Get more tapers ; 
Raise all my kindred. — Are they married, think you ? 

Rod, Truly, I think, they are. 

Bra. O heaven !— how got she out !— O treason of the 
blood 

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters' mindi 
By what you see them act. — Are there not charms, 

[33 Despised time, it, time of no valne .* ti«e in which 
" There's nothinf ■erions in nortalitjTf 
•« The wine of life It drawn, mml the mere dreci 
« * Are left this vault to brag of." MmcMH. 
2a VOL. VIII. 
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Bv which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abus*d Have you not. read, Roderigo, 
tOf some such thing ? 

Bod. Yes, sir i I hav.e indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother — O, that you had had her !— 
^Socne one way, some another. — Do you know 
Where w« may apprehend her and the Moor? 

Bod, I think, I can discover him ; if you pleaae 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house I'll call 
i may command at most ; — Get weapons, ho ! 
And raise some special officers of night.— 
On, good Koderigo ;— I'll deserve your pains. lEseunt, 

SCEVE 11. 

■The same. Another Street. Enter Othello, I Ace, and Mtend- 
ants, 

laigo. Though in the trade of war I have slain men. 
Yet do I hold it very stuff o' the conscience,' 
To do no contriv'd murder ; I lack iniquity 
Sometimes, to do me service : Nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk'd him here under the ribs. 

0th. 'Tis better as it is. 

la^o. Nay, hut he prated. 
And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour, 
That, with the little godHness I have, 
i did full hard forbear him. But, I pray, ^r. 
Are you fast married ? for, be sure of this,— 
That the magnifico is much beloved ; 
And hath, in his. effect, a voice potential 
As double as the duke's ;^ he will divorce you ; 
Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 
The law (with aU his might, to enforce it on,) 
iVill give him cable. 

Oth* Let him do his spite i 
My services, which I have done the signiory, 
Shall eu-trtongue his jcomplaints. 'Tis yet to know^ 

r^3 By whick the faculties of a voung.virgin may be infatoated« and made 
>Bab)ect to illasions and false itnagination : 
■ ■ " wicked dreams abme 
*' The curtain'd sleep. Macbeth. JOHNSON. 
:t5] This expression to common readers appears harsh. Stt^o{ the cos* 
science Is, subitance, or essence of the conscience. Stt^jBfi* a word of great 
(tV»rce in the Teutonic languages. The elements are called in Datch ffoefil 
^.^oflftif or head stiiffi. JOHNSON. j[6] See Illastrstions. 
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Which, when I know that boasting is an honoiit,- 
shall promulgate,) I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege ;^ and my demerits* 
May speak, unbonneted,' to as proud a fortune' 
As this that I have reach'd : For know, lago. 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 
I would not my unhoused free condition ' 
Put into circumscription ai^d confine 
For the sea's worth. But, look*! what lights conte 
yonder 1 

JSnier Cassio, a/ a distance, and certain Officers wii/p 
torches. 

lago. These are the raised father, and his friends : 
You were best go in. 

0th. Not I : I must be found ; 
My parts, my title, and my perfect soul. 
Shall manifest it rightly. Is it they i 

lago. By Janus, I think no. 

0th. The servants of the duke, and my lieutenant. 
The goodness of the night upon you, friends ! 
What is the news ? 

Cas» The duke does greet you, general ; 
And he requires your haste-post-haste appearance. 
Even on the instant. 

0th. What is the matter, think you ? 

Cas. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine; 
It is a business of some heat : the gallies 
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers 
This very nieht at one another's heels ; 
And many oi the consuls, rais'd^, and met, 
Are at the duke's already: You have been hotly call'd fcfr; 
When, being not at your lodging to be found. 
The senate hath sent about three several quests. 
To search you out. 

0th, 'Tis well I am found by you. 
I will but spend a word here in the house, 

[tI Men who have sat upon royal thrones. Siege Is used for seat by other 
authors. STEEVENS. 

[83 Demerits has the same meaning in our author, and many others of 
that age^ as merits. STEEVENS. 

C9] Mr. Fuseli explains the passage as follows : I am his equal or Superior 
in rank ; and were it not so> such are my demerits, that, unbmneted, w ithouc 
the addition of patrician or senatorial dignity, they may speak ro as proud 
a fortune. Sec At Venice the bonnet, as well as the toge, is a badge of aris- 
tocratic honours to this day." STEEVENS. 
i\1 Free from domestic cares. A thought nataral to an adventarer. JOHN'. 
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And go with you. [iSxi/. 

Caa, Ancient, what makes he here f 

lago, Taith, he to-night hath boarded a landcarack;^ 
If it provp lawful prize, he's made forever. 

Caa. I do not understand. 

lago. He's married. 

Caa, To who ? 

Re-enter Othello. 

lago. Marry, to— Come, captain, will you go ? 
0th, Have with you. 

Caa, Here comes another troop to seek for you. 

ifcTzf^r Brabantio, Roderigo, and Officers of nighty 
vfith torches and weafiona. 

lago. It is Brabantio : — general, be advis'd ;3 
He conies to bad intent. 

0th. Hola ! stand there ! 

Eod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, thief ! [They draw on both aides* 
lago. You, Roderigo I come, sir, I am for you. 
0th. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will 
rust them — 

Good signior, you shall more command with years, 
Than with your weapons. 
Bra. O thou foul thief, where hast thou stow"d my 
daughter ^ 

Damn'd as thou art, thou hast enchanted her : 

For I'll refer me to all things of sense. 

If she in chains of magic were not bound, 

Whether a maid — so tender, fair, and happy : 

So opposite to marriage, that she shunn'd 

The wealthy curled darlings of our nation, 

Would ever have, to incur a general mock, 

Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 

Of such a thing as thou ; to fear, not to delight. 

Judge me the world, if 'tis not gross in sense, 

That thou hast practis'd on her with foul charms ; 

Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs, or minerals. 

That waken motion : — I'll have it disputed on ; 

'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 

For an abuser of the world, a practiser 

[2] A carack is a ship of great bolk* and coanmonly of great valoe i peK - » 
hain what we now call a galleon, JOHNSON. 
CSJ That is, be cool s be cautious i be discrteh JOHNSON. 
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Of arts inhibited and out of warrant 
Lay hold upon him ; if he do reust. 
Subdue him at his perih 

Oth, Hold your hands. 
Both you of my inclining, and the rest : 
Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it 
Without a prompter. — Where will you that I go 
To answer this your charge ? 

Bra, To prison : till fit time 
Of law, and course of direct session,. 
Call thee to answer. 

Qth. What if Ldo obey ? 
How may the duke be therewith satisfied ; 
Whose messengers are here about my side> 
Upon some present business of the state, 
To bring me to him 

Offi 'Tis truer .most worthy sign ior. 
The duke's in council ; and your noble self, 
1 am sure, is sent for. 

Bra. How ! the duke in council ! 
In this time of the night ! — Bring him away : 
Mine's not an idle cause : the duke himself, 
Or any of my brothers of the state, 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own : 
For if such actions may have passage free, 
Bond-slaves,^ and pagans^ shall our statesmen be. 

SCENE HI. 

same. A Council-Chamber. The JJfuke, and Senators, sitting' 
at a table ; Officers attending. 

Duke, There is no composition in these news,^ 
That gives them credit. 

1 Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion 'd ; 
My letters say, a hundred and seven gallies.- 

Duke, And mine, a hundred and forty. 

2 Sen. And mine, two htindred : 

But though they jump not on a just account, 

(As in these cases where they aim reports,* 

'Tis oft with difference,) yet do they all confirm 

A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

£4] Composition, for consistency concordancy. WARBURTON. 
[53 Where men report not by certain knowledge, but by and eoirjcc-' 
xwet. JOHNSON. 

28* VOL. vm. 
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Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judsment ; 
I do not so secure me in the error. 
But the main article I do approve 
In fcarfnl sense. 

Sailor. l'ivithin.'\ What ho ! what ho ! what ho ! 

Enter an Officer with a Sailor, 
Off. A messenger from the gallies. 
JDuke, Now i the business i 

Sail, The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes : 
So was I bid report here to the state, 
By signior \ngelo. 

Duke. How say you by this change ? 

1 Sen. This cannot be. 
By no assay of reason ;^ 'tis a pageant, 
To keep us in false gaze : When we consider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ; 
And let ourselves again but understand. 
That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile question bear it,^ 
For that it stands not in such warlike brace, 
But altogether lacks the abilities 

That Rhodes is dress'd in :*if we make thought of thi^ 
We must not think« the Turk is so unskilful. 
To leave that latest which concerns him first ; 
Neglecting an attempt of ease, and gain. 
To wake, and wage, a danger profitless. 

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he's not for Rhodes. 

Off. Here is more news. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mesa, The Ottomites, reverend and gracious. 
Steering with due course toward the isle of Rhodes, 
Have there injointed them with an after fieet. 

1 Sen. Ay, so I thought : — How many, as you g^esa } 

Mess. Of thirty sail : and now do they re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purposes toward Cyprus. — Signior Montano, 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor, 
With his free duly recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 

Duke. 'Tis certain then for Cyprus.— 
Marcus Lucchese, is he not in town ? 

[6] Bring it to thf test, epuunine it by reason as we examine metals bf 
the asioy. it vrlll be found counterfeit by a» trials. JOHN$QK. 
C7l He miy carry it with less dispute^ with lesa opposition. M^f^OIfS. 
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1 Sen, He's now in Florence. 

Duke, Write from us ; wish him post-poBt-liaste : 
despatch. 

1 Sen, Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant Moor. 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Iago, Roderigo, and 
Officers, 

Duke, Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman. 8 
—I did not see you ; welcome, gentle signior ; [T^o Bra. 
We lack'd your counsel and your help to night. 

Bra. So did I yours : Good your grace, pardon roe ; 
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business. 
Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the general care 
Take hold on me ; for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and o'erbearing nature. 
That it engluts and swallows other sorrows, 
And it is still itself. 
Duke. Why, what's the matter ^ 
Bra. My daughter ! O, my daughter ! 
Sen, Dead i 
Bra. Ay, to me ; 
3he is abus'd, stol'n from me, and corrupted 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks:^ 
For nature so preposterously to err. 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense, 
Sans witchcraft could not— 

Duke. Whoe'er he be, that, in this foul proceeding. 
Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of herself. 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter. 
After your own sense ; yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action. 

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 



[-83 It was asnal for the Venetians to employ strangers^ and even rooor8>ia 
their wars. RE&D.*^lt is fwrtof the policy of the Venetian state never x6 
entrust the command of an army to a native. MALO N£. 

C9] Rymer has ridiculed this circumstance as unbecoming, both for its 
weakness and superstition, the gravity of the accuser, and the dignity of the 
tribunal : but his criticism only exposes his own fpiorance. The circum* 
sunce was not only exactly in character, but. urged with the greatest ad- 
dress, as the thing chiefly to be insisted on. For by the Venetian Uw> the 
giving love-potions was very crirainaU as Sh:Jcspeare without question well 
understood. And therefore in the preceding scene, Brabantio calls them 

—arts inhibited and out of warrant." WARBURTON. 

Though I believe Shalupcare krew no more of this Venetian Iftw than I 
do, yet he was well acquainted with the edicts of thacsapieii^ prince king 
fames the. first;, " ag^io^t practiaers of arts inhiblccd4Uid«fit of wHrraot.** 

ST££V£Nf 
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Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems, 
Your special mandate, for the state affairs. 
Hath hither brought. 

Duke llf Sen, We are very sorry for it. 

Duke. What, in your own part, can you say to this ^ 

[7^0 Othello. 

Bra. Nothing, but this is so. 

0th, Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors. 
My very noble and approv'd good masters,— 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter. 
It is most true ; true, I have married her ; 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech. 
And little bless'd with the set phrase of peace ; 
For since these arms of mine Lad seven years 'j>ith. 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have us^d 
Their dearest action in the tented field ; 
And little of this great world can I speak. 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 
And therefore little shall I grace my cause. 
In speaking for myself : Yet, by your gracious patience, 
I will a round unvarnish'd tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what charms. 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic 
For such proceeding I am charg'd withal,) 
won his daughter with. 

Bra. A maiden never bold ; 
Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush 'd at herself ; And she,— in spite of nature. 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing,—- 
To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on ? 
It is a judgment maimM, and most imperfect. 
That will confess— perfection so could err 
Against all rules of nature ; and must be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell. 
Why this should be. I therefore vouch again. 
That with some mixtures powerful o'er the blood. 
Or with some dram conjur'd.to this effect,. 
He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof ; 
Without more certain and more overt tesl; 
Than these thin habits, and poor likelihoods 
Of modern seeming, ' do prefer against him. 

1 Se?i. But, Othello, speak ; — . 

CiJ Weak show of slight appearances. JOfIN80N.««-80 mkhfm it MR- 
prally osed by Shukspeare. MALON£. 



AC'T J. 



OTHELLO. 



Did you by indirect and forced courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid's affections i 
Or came it by request, and such fair question 
As soul to soul affordeth i 

0th. I beseech you. 
Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her speak of me before her father : 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The trust, the office, I do hold of you. 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither. 

0th, Ancient, conduct them ; you best know the place. 

[Exe, I A GO and jittendantt. 
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood. 
So justly to your grave ears I'll present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love, 
And she in mine. 

Duke, Say it. Othello. 

0th, Her father lov'd me ; oft invited me ; 
Still question'd me the story of my life. 
From year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortunes, 
That I have pass'd. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days, 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it. 
Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances. 
Of moving accidents, by flood, and field ; 
Of hair-breadth 'scapes i* the imminent deadly breach ; 
Of being taken by the insolent foe, 
And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence, 
And portance in my travel's history : 
Wherein of antres vast,* and desartsidlc,* 
Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch 
heaven, 

It was my hint to speak, such was the process 

And of the Cannibals that each other eat. 

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 

Do grow beneath their shoulders.* Thes6 things tohear. 

Would Desdemona seriously incline : 

But still the house afllairs would draw her thence ; 

Which ever as she could with haste despatch, 

C23 Antres, French, caves and dens. Sec niastrationa« Vol. IX. 
C3D This word is used in another passage in this act. " —either to ha?» 
it steril with idleness, or manured with inaastry." MALONE. 
C4] See lUostrations, Vol. IX. 
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She'd come again, and with a p;reedy ear 
Devour up my discourse : Which I observing, 
Took once a pliant hour ; and found g^ood meafiff 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart. 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 
Whereof by parcel she had something heard. 
But not intentively : I did consent ; 
And often did beguile her of her tears. 
When I did speak of some distressful stroke. 
That my youth suffered. My story being done, 
. She gave me for my pains a world of sighs ; 
She swore,— In faith,'twas strange ,'twaspassing strange; 
*Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful : 
She wish'd, she had not heard it ; yet she wish'd 
That heaven had made her such a man : she thank'd me; 
And bade me, if I had a friend that lov*d her» 
I should but teach him how to tell my story. 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I spake : 
She lov'd me for the dangers I had pass'd ; 
And I lov'd her, that -she did pity them. 
This only is the witchcraft \ have us'd ;. 
Here comes the lady, let her witness it. 

Eftter Dbsdbmona, I ago, and Attendants. 
Duke, I think, this tale would win my daughter tea— • 
Good Brabantio, 

Take up this mangled matter at the best : 
Men do their broken weapons rather use. 
Than their bare hands. 

Bra, I pray you, hear her speak ; 
If she confess, that she was half the wooer. 
Destruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man ! — Come hither, gentle mistress ; 
Do you perceive in all this noble company. 
Where most you owe obedience \ 

Dea, My noble father, 
I do perceive here a divided duty : 
To you, I am bound for life, and educatioR ; 
My life, and education, both do learn me 
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your daughter : But here's my husband ; 
And so much duty as my mother show'd 
To you, preferring you before her father, 
So much I challenge that I may profess 
Bue to the Moor, my lordw 
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Bra. God be with you ! — I have done 
Please it your grace, on to the state affairs ; 
I had rather to adopt a child, than get it.— 
Come hither. Moor : 

I here do give thee that with all my heart. 

Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart 

I would keep from thee.— For your sake, jewel, 

I am glad at soul I have no other child ; 

For thy escape would teach me tyranny. 

To hang dogs on them. — I have done, my lord. 

Duke.Let me speak like yourself and lay a -sentence, 
Which, as a grise,« or step, may help these lovers 
Into your favour. 

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended, 
seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended* 
o mourn a mischief that is past and gone, 
Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 
What cannot be preserved when fortune takes. 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
The robb'd, that smiles, steals something from the thief; 
HeTobs himself, that spends a bootless grief. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile ; 
We lose it not, so long as we can smile. 
He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears :^ 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow. 
That, to pay ^ief, must of poor patience borrow. 
These sentences, to sugar, or to gall. 
Being strong on both sides, are equivocal : 
But words are words ; I never yet did hear, 
That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the ear.s 
I humbly beseech you, jMroceed to the affairs of state. 

Duke, The Turk with a most mighty preparation 
makes ior Cyprus :— Othello, the fortitude of the place 
is best known to you : And though we have there a 
substitute of most allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a 
sovereign mistress of effects, throws a more safer voice 

C53 t.e* Let me speak as yourself woold speak« were 70a not too modi 
heated with passion. Sir J . REYNOLDS. 

Crixe from degree. A grhte is a step. So in Timon» 
«♦ —for every f^rixe of fortune 

'« Is.smoothM by that below." STEEVENS. 

Cr] But th? moral precepts of consolation, which are liberally bestowed 
on occasion of the sentence. JOHNSON. 

[8^ A heart pierced through the ean, is a heart which fto nse onr poet'« 
words else where) has granted a penetrable entrance to the langaage or 000- 
Nation. MALONE.— See Illustrations* Vol. IX. 
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on you : you must therefore be content to slubber' the 
gloss of your. new fortunes, with this more stubborn and 
boisterous expedition. 

Oth, The tyrant custom, most grave senators, 
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down.' I do agnize^ 
A natural and prompt alacrity, 
I find in hardness ; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomitei. 
Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 
I crave fit disposition for my wife ; 
Due reference of place, and exhibition ;3 
With such accommodation, and besort. 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. If you please, 
Be't at her father's. 

Bra. VU not have it so. 

Oth. Nor I. 

Des. Nor I ; I would not there reside. 

To put my father in impatient thoughts. 

By being in his eye. Most gracious duke. 

To my unfolding lend a gracious ear ; 

And let me find a charter in your voice. 

To assist my simpleness. 
Duke. What would you, Desdemona i 
Des. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 

-My downright violence and storm of fortunes^ 

May trumpet to the world ; my heart's subdued 

Even to the very quality of my lord :« 

I saw Othello's visage in his mind 

And to his honours and his valiant parts, 

Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war. 

The rites, for which I love him, are bereft me. 



C9] To Uutber is to obscure. ST£EV£NS. 

Ml A drivm bed, is a bed for which the feathers are selected, by driving 
fvuh a fan, which separates the light from the heavy. JOHNSON. 

[2] Agnixe, acknowledge^ confess, avow. STEEVENS. 

fS] Exhibition'U allowance. The word Is at present oacd only at tlie 
ontversicies. STEEVENS. 

C4] Breachofcoffimoa rales and oUiga(ians. JOHNSON. 

C5] Quality here mc9M professiotu MALONE. 

[6] Ic inuK raise no wonder, th.tt I loved a man of an apgwance so little 
engaging ; I saw his face only in his mind ; the greanm-of Uidiancter 

reconcil<^ me to his form. JOHNSON. 



»THELLO« 



^1 



And I a heavy interim shall support 

By his dear absence : Let me go with him. 

0th, Yoar voices, lords : — 'beseech you, let her will 
Have a free way. 

Vouch with me, heaven ; I therefore beg it not, 

To please the palate of my appetite ; 

Kor to comply with heat, the young affects, 

In my distinct and proper satisfaction ; 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind : 

And heaven defend your good souls, 7 that you think 

I will your serious and great business scant. 

For she is with me : No, when light-wing'd toys 

Of feather'd Cupid seel with wanton dulness 

My speculative and active instruments. 

That my disports corrupt and taint my business, 

Let housewives make a skillet of my helm, 

And all indign and base adversities 

Make head against my estimation ! 

Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine, 
Either for her stay, or going : the affair cries— haste, 
And speed must answer it ; you must hence to-night. 

De9, To-night, my lord / 

Duke, This night. 

0th, With all my heart. 

Duke, At nine i' the morning here we'll meet again. 
—-Othello, leave some officer behind. 
And be shall our commission bring to you ; 
With such things else of quality and respect. 
As doth import you. 

Oth, Please your grace, my ancient ; 
A man he is of honesty, and trust ; 
To his conveyance I assign my wife. 
With what else needful your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so.— 
Good-night to every one.-— And, noble signior, [7(D Br A. 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack,' 
Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 

1 Sen. Adieu, brave Moor ! use Desdemona wdL 

Bra, Look to her, Moor ; have a quick eye to see ; 
She has deceived her father, and may thee. 
[Exeunt Duke^ Senaton^ Officev^ {g'c. 



D*lighte4 is nsed hj Shakspeare ui die tense of dtltgMnt or M/fft#* 
See rymMiM, act V. 

" whom best I love* 1 crossi to nuke my gift, 

" The more delayed, dtlighted." TTftWSlTfti 
29 VOLi VIII. 
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0th. My life upon her faith.^Honest lago, 
My Desdemona must 1 leave to thee ; 
I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her ; 
And bring them after in the best advantage. — 
Come, Desdemona ; I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction. 
To spend with thee : we must obey the time. 

\Ex€, Othello and Desdemona. 

Jlod. lago. 

lago. What say'st thou, noble heart ? 

Rod, What will I do, tfiinkest thou ? 

lago. Why, go to bed, and sleep. 

Rod. I will incontinently drown myself. 

lago. Well, if thou dost, I shall never love thee after it. 
Why, thou silly gentleman ! 

Rod, It is silliness to live, when to live is a torment ; 
and then have we a prescription to die, when death is 
our physician. 

lago. O villainous ! I have looked upon the world for 
four times seven years 1 and since I could distinguish 
between a benefit and an injury, 1 never found a man 
that knew how to love himself. Ere I would say, I 
would drown myself for the love of a Guinea-hen,* I 
would change my humanity with a baboon. 

Rod. W*hat should I do ? i confess it is my shame to 
be so fond ; but it is not in virtue to amend it. 

lago. Virtue ? a fig ! *tis in ourselves, that we are thus, 
or thus. Our bodies are our gardens ; to the which, our 
wills are gardeners : so that if we will plant nettles, or 
sow lettuce ; set hyssop, and weed up thyme ; supply it 
with one gender of herbs, or distract it with many ; ei- 
ther to have it steril with idleness, or manured with indus- 
try ; why, the power and corrigible authority of this lies 
in our wills. If the balance of our lives had not one scale 
of reason to poise another of sensuality, the blood and 
baseness of our natures would conduct us to most pre- 
posterous conclusions : But we have reason to cool our ra- 
ging motions, our carnal stings, our unbitted lusts; where- 
of I take this, that you call— love, to be a sect, or scion. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

lago. It is merely a lust of the blood, and a permission 
of the will. Come, be a man. Drown thyself? drown 
cats, and blind puppies. I have professed me thy friend, 
and I confess me knit to thy deserving with cables of per- 



+ 93 A piineci'hen was anciently thf cant term for a prattltwre. STEE V. 
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durable toughness. I could never better stead thee than 
now. Put money in thy purse ; follow these wars ; de- 
feat thy favour with an usurped beard ; * I say, put money 
in thy purse. It cannot be, that Desdemona should long 
continue her love tothe Moor, — put money in thy purse . 
nor he his to her : it was a violent commencement, and 
thou shalt see an answerable sequestration ;2-^^ut but 
money in thy purse. — These Moors are changeable in 
their wills ; — fill thy purse with money : the food that 
to him now is as luscious as locusts»3 shall be to him 
shortly as bitter as coloquintida. She must change for 
youth : when she is sated with his body, she will find 
the error of her choice. — She must have change, she 
must : therefore put money in thy purse.^If thou wilt 
needs damn thyself, do it a more delicate way than 
drowning. Make all the money thou canst : If sancti- 
mony and a frail vow, betwixt an erring Barbarian^ and 
a supersubtle Venetian, be not too bard for my wits* 
and all the tribe of hell, thou shalt enjoy her ; there- 
fore make money. A pox of drowning thyself ! It is clean 
out of the way : seek thou rather to be hanged in com- 
passing thy joy, than to be drowned and go without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend on 
the issue ? 

lago. Thou art sure of me ; — Go, make money I 
have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again, 
I hate the Moor : My cause is hearted ; thine hath no 
less reason : Let us be conjunctive in our revenge 
against him : if thou canst cuckold him, thou dost thy- 
self a pleasure, and me a sport. There are many 
events in the womb of time, which will be delivered. 
Traverse ; go ; provide thy money. We will have 
more of this to-morrow. Adieu. 

Rod. Where shall we meet i'the morning i 

lago. At my lodging. 

Rod. ru be with thee betimes. 

lago. Go to ; farewell. Do you hear, Roderigo ? 



IM Thus, in Don Qoixote, Cardenio defeated his favour by cotting off hU 
beard> and the Barber his, by putting one on. HENLEY. 

[23 We may read, It noas a violent commencement, and thou shalt see aa 
answerable 5«^0/. An opposition of terms seems intended. JOHNSON. 

[3] That viscous snbstance which the pod of the locust contains, is« per- 
haps, of all others, the most luscivus. From its likeness to honey, in con- 
sistency and flavour, the locust is called the honey't rce also. Its seeds* «&. 
closed m a long pod, lie buried in the juice. HENLEY. 

U2 Erring, for errant. So in Hamlet: 
" Th* extravagant and errini spirit hies to his coofine." STEKVKKS. 
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Rod. What say you t 

lago. No more of drowning, do you hear. 

Rod. I am changed. lUl sell all my land. 

lago. Go to ; farewell : put money enough in your 
purse. [Exit Roderigo. 

Thus do I ever make my fool my purse : 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge should pro£ane» 
If I Would time expend with such a snipe. 
But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor ; 
And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my sheets 
He has done my office : I know not if t be true ; 
But I, for mere suspicion in that kind. 
Will do, as if for surety. He holds me well ; 
The better shall my purpose work on him. 
Gassio's a proper man : Let me see now ; 
To get his place, and to plume up my will ; 
A double knavery, — How ? how f — Let me see 
After some time, to abuse Othello^s ear, 
That he is too familiar with his wife 
He hath a person, and a smooth dispose, 
To be suspected ; fram'd to make women false. 
The Moor is of a free and open nature, 
That thinks men honest, that but seem to be so ; 
And wkll as tenderly be led by the nose, 
As asses are. 

I have't ; — it is engender*d :— Hell and night 

Must bring this monstrous birth to the world's light. 

lExit. 

ACT IL 

SCENE l.^A Seaport Towi in Cyprus. A Platform, Enter 
MoNTANo andtv3o Gentlemen. 

Mon, What from the cape can you discern at sea ? 

1 Gent. Nothing at all : it is a high-wrought flood ;. 
i cannot, 'twixt the heaven and the main, 

Descry a sail. 

Mon, Methinks, the wind hath spok^ aloud at land ; 
A fuller blast ne'er shook our battlements : 
If it hath ruffian'd so upon the sea» 
What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them. 
Can hold the mortise ^ what shall we hear of thia f 

2 Gent, A segregation of the Turkish fleet : 
For dotrat stand upon the foaming shore^ 



OTBBLLO. 



25 



The chiding billow seems to pelt the clouds ; 

The wind-sbak'd surge, with high and monstrous main, 

Seems to cast water on the burning bear, 

And quench the guardi^of the ever-fixed pole.' 

I never did like molestation view 

On th' enchafed flood. 

Mon, If that the Turkish fleet 
Be not inshelter'd and embay'd, they are drown'd ; 
It islmpossible they bear it out. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

3 Gent, News, lords ! our wars are done ; 
The desperate tempest hath so bang'd the Turks, 
That their designment halts : A noble f>hip of Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance 
On most part of their fleet. 

Mon. How ! is this true t 

S Gent. The ship is here put in, 
A Veronese ; Michael Cassio, 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 
Is come on shore : the Moor himself 's at sea. 
And is in full commission herelTor Cyprus. 

Mon. 1 am glad on't ; 'tis a worthy governor. 

3 Gent. But thi^ same Cassio, — though he speak of 
comfort. 

Touching the Turkish loss, — yet he looks sadly. 
And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempest. 

Mon. 'Pray heaven he be ; 
For I have serv'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full soldier. Let^s to the sea-side, ho ! 
As well to see the vessel that's come in. 
As throw out our eyes for brave Othello ; 
Even till we make the main, and the aerial blue. 
An indistinct regard. 

3 Gent. Come, let's do so ; 
For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. 

Enter Cassio. 

Caa. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike isle 
That so approve the Moor ; O, let the heavens 
Give him defence against the elements. 
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea ! 

Mon. Is he well sh ipp'd t 

Cs] Alluding to the star Arctophylax, which literally tigftifics the mard 
of the beur. STEEVENS. 

29* VOL. viri. 



36 



Caa, His bark is stoutly timbered, and his pilot 
Of very expert and approv'd allowance ; 
Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death, 
Stand in bold cure. 

[Within.'] A sail, a sail, a sail \ 

Enter another Gentleman. 

Caa. What noise ? 

4 Gent. The town is empty ; on the brow 6'the sea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry*-a sail. 

Caa, My hopes do shape him for the governor. 

2 Gent. They do discharge their shot of coui*tesy ; 
Our friends, at least. [Quna heard, 

Caa. I pray you, sir, go forth, 
Andgiv« us truth who 'tis that is arriv'd. 

2 Gent. I shall. [Exit, 

Mon. But, good lieutenantt is your general wiv'd i 

Caa. Most tortunately : he hath achiev'd a maid 
4*hat paragons description, and wild fame ; 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens» 
And in the essential vesture of creation. 
Does bear all excellency.^How now ^ who has put in f 

Re-enter aecond Gentleman. 

2 Gent. *Ti8 one lago, ancient to the general. 

Caa. He has had most favourable and happy speed : 
Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds, 
The gutter'd rocks, and congregated sands, — 
Traitors ensteep'd to clog the guiltless keel, 
As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 

Mon. What is she i 

Caa. She that I spake of, our great captain's captain » 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago ; 
Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts, 
A se'nnight's speed — Great Jove, Othello guard. 
And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath ; 
That he may bless this bay with his tall ship. 
Make love's quick pants in Desdemona's arms, 
Give renew'd fire to our extincted spirits. 
And bring all Cyprus comfort ! — O, behold, 

Xnter Desdemona, Emilia, Iaoo, Roderigo, am/ dttxn^ 
antt. 

The riches of the ship is come on shore ! 

Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees :— 

Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heaven. 
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Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 
Enwheel thee round ! 

Den. I thank you, valiant Casuo. 
What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 

Cas, He is not yet arriv'd ; nor know I aught 
But that he's well, and will be shortly here. 

De9, O, but I fear How lost you company i 

Caa, The great contention of the sea and skie^ 
Parted our fellowship : But, hark f a sail. 

[Cry within^ A sail, a sail ! T/ien gun0 heard. 

2 Gent. They give their greeting to the citadel ; 
This likewise is a friend. 

Caa. See for the news. — {Exit Gentleman. 

Good ancient,you are welcome ; — Welcome, mistress: — 

{To Emilia. 

Let it not gall your patience, good lago. 

That I extend my manners ; 'tis my breeding 

That gives me this bold show of courtesy. {Kiaaing her* 

Jdgo. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips, ^ 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me, 
You'd have enough. 

Dea. Alas, she has no speech. 

lago. In faith, too much ; 
I find it still, when I have list to sleep : 
Marry, before your ladyship, I grant. 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

£mil. You have little cause to say so. 

lago. Come on, come on ; you are pictures out of door8« 
Bells in your parlours, \y\\d cats in your kitchens, 
Saints in your injuries, « devils being offended, 
Flayers in your housewifery, and housewives in your be4j>. 

JDea. O, fye upon thee, slanderer 

lago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk ; 
You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 

£mil. You shall not write my praise. 

Jago. No, let me not. 

Dea. What would'st thou write of me, if thou should'st 

praise me ? 
lago. O gentle lady, do not put me to't ; 
For I am nothing, if not critical.^ 

JDea. Come on, assay : — There's one gone to the har- 
bour ? 



[63 When yoo have a mind to do injarics, voo put on an air of sanctit 
.... . JOHNSO 

Ot} CriUcal, that is, cciffori^w. JOHNSON. 
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lago. Ay, madam. 

Dea, I am not merry ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise.— 
Come, how would*st thou praise me ^ 

lago. I am about it ; but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my pate, as bird-lime does from frize. 
It plucks out brains and all : But my muse labours. 
And thus she is delivered. 
If she be fair and wise, — fairness, and wit. 
The one's for use, the other useth it. 

Dea* Well prais'd ! How if she be black and witty ? 

lago. If she 6e black, and thereto have a wit. 
She'll find a white that shall her blackness fit» 

Dea. Worse and worse. 

EmiL How, if fair and foolish ? 

lago. She never yet was foolish that was fair ; 
For even her folly help'd her to an heir. 

Dea, These are old fond parado:^s, to tnakft 
laugh i'the alehouse. What n i her a blA praise bai^,jP^ 
for her that's foul and foolish ? ' ■ 

lago. There's none so fouU and fooltsh thereunto. 
But does foul pranks which fair and wt#s ot^s do* 

i^M.O heavy ignorance ! — thou prai^est thc^vorstbest 
But what praise could'st thou bestow on a deserving wo- 
man indeed ? one, that, in the authority of lier meiit^ 
did justly put on the vouch of vtvy malice itself 

lago. She that was ever fair, ajd never proud^ 
Had tongue at will, and yet was lieyer loud ; 
Never lack'd gold, and yet went neiifr gay ; . . ^ 
Fled from her wish, and yet said, — ^f^*! may ^'■'■^ : 
She that, being- anger'd, her revenge Ming nigh» . 
Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure, fly ; ; ■ 
She that in wisdom never was so fraii, 
To change the cod's head for the saljnoi[i*^>]|^il ;9 
She that could think, and ne'er disclose K^r mind. 
See suitors following, and not look behind ; ' 
She was a wight, — if ever such wight were,— 

Des. To do what f 

lago. To suckle fools, and chronicle smal|Jbeer. ' 

[8] To put OH the vouch of malice— is, to assume ehatlSKrter voadiedfay 
the testimony of malice itself. JOHNSON. . . • 

rp] To exchange a delicacy for a coarser fare. Si. Elizabeth's Bna»' 
hold B^okittc. "Item, the master cookes have to Tee all the salnunfs 
tailes,'* &c. STEEVENS. 

(1 3 After enumerating the perfections of a woman> lago adds* that if ever 
tVre vnM such a one as he had been describing she was at the best of no 
other use, than to suckle children, and keep the accounts of a househDld. 
J9if rxpressions, to mkU l^ah amf chronk/e small heer, are only iofttances of 
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De; O most lame and impotent conclusion !-^Do 
not learn of tiirn, Emilia, though he be thy husband.-^ 
How say you, Cassio f \% he not a most profane and lib- 
eral counsellor 

Cas, He speaks home, madam ; yon may relish him 
more in the soldier, than in the scholar. 

lago. [MideS\ He takes her by the palm*: Ay, weQ 
said, whisper : with as little a web as this, will I ensnare 
as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon her, do ; I wifl 
gyve thee^- in thine own courtship. You say true ; 'tis 
so, indeed : if such tricks as these strip you out of your 
lieutenantry, it had been better you had not kissed your 
three fingers so oft, which now again you are most apt 
to play the sir in. Very good; well kissed ! an excellent 
courtesy 'tis so, indeed. Yet again your fingers to 
your Hps ? would, they were clyster-pipes for your 
sake ! — [Trumfi^t,'] The Moor, I know his trumpet, 

€a9. 'Tis trulyvso. 

De9: Lei's mcfet him, and receive him* 
' Cas, Lo, where- he comes . 

Enter Othello, and Attendants, 

€mL my fair warrior ! 

BeK'. My dear Othello ? 

Otfij* It gives me wonder great as: my content^ 
To see yoii here before me. O my soul's joy ! 
If after every tempest come such calms. 
May the winds blow till they hav^ waken'd death \ 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas 
01)^mf«$-high, and ducK again as low 
• Aji'heU^s from heaven ! If it were now to die, 
.*Twere now to be^ most happy ; for^ I fear, 
My soul hath her content so absolute. 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. > 

Dea. The heavens forbid. 
But that our loves and comforts should increase. 
Even as por days do grow ! 

Oth.^ A9»^n to that, sweet powers ! — 
I cannot' spiiik enough of this content. 
It stops me here ; it is too much of joy : 

' ' ■ ' " 

the Want of nataral aff^ion, and the predominance of a critical censorious- 
ness tn lago, of which he allows htimelf to be possessed. STEEVENS. 

Ill Pr«/«M#-^ro8S of language. Lf^ra/> for licentious. JOHNSON. 

£3 J Gy ve— i . e. catch, shackle. PO P£. 
* C43 Spoken when Cassio kisses bis tiatid^ and Desdeinona courtsles.W 
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And this, and this, the greatest discordsbe, {^Kissing her. 
That e'er our hearts shall make ! 

laffo. O, you are well-tun'd now ! 
But I'll set down the pegs that make this music. 
As honest as I am. [^aide. 

0th, Come, let's to the castle — 
News, friends; our wars aredone,the Turks are drown'^. 
How do our old acquaintance of this isle ?— > 
Honey, you shall be well desired in Cyprus, 
I have found great love amongst them. O my sweet, 
I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts.— I pr'ythee, good lago, 
Go to the bay, and disembark my coffers : 
Bring thou the master to the citadel ; 
He is a good one, and his worthiness 
Does challenge much respect — Come, Desdemona, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 

[Exe, Othello, Desdemona, and Attendpnts. 

lago. Do thou meet me presently at the harbour. 
Come thither. If thou be'st valiant as (they say) base 
men, being in love, have then a nobility in their natures 
more than is native to them, — list me/ The lieutenant 
to-night watches on the court of guard.— First, I must 
tell thee this — Desdemona is directly in love with him. 

Rod. With him ! why, 'tis not possible. 

/a^o.Lay thy finger — thus.^and let thy soul be instruct' 
ed. Mark me with what violence she first loved the 
Moor, but for bragging, and telling her fantastical lies: 
And will she love him still forj)rating ? let not thy dis- 
creet heart think it. Her eye must be fed ; and what 
delight shall she. have to look on the devil ? When the 
blood is made dull with the act of sport, there should 
be, — again to inflame it, and to give satiety a fresh 
appetite, — loveliness in favour ; sympathy in years, 
manners, and beauties ; all which the Moor is defectife 
in. Now, for want of these required conveniences, her 
delicate tenderness will find itself abused, begin toheare 
the gorge, disrelish and abhor the Moor ; very nature 
will instruct her in it, and compel her to some second 
choice. Now, sir, this granted, (as it is a most pregnant 
and unforced position,) who stands so eminently in the 
degree of this fortune, as Cassio does } a knave very 
voluble ; no further conscionable, than in putting oo the 



C5] Lay thy finger thus—on thy moath, to stop it vrhile thoa art IllCeiliPl 
to a wiser man. JOHNSON. 
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mere form of civil and humane seeming, for the better 
compassing of his salt and most hidden loose affection t 
why, none ; why, none : A slippery and subtle knave ; 
a finder out of occasions ; that has an eye can stamp and ' 
counterfeit advantages, though true advantage never 
present itself : A devilish knave ! besides, the knave is 
handsome, young ; and hath all those requisites in him, 
that folly and green minds look after : A pestilent com- 
plete knave ; and the woman hath found him already. 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her ; she is full of most 
blessed condition.^ 

lago. Blessed fig's end ! the wine she drinks is made of 
grapes : If she had been blessed, she would never have 
loved the Moor : Blessed padding ! Didst thou not see her 
paddle with the palm- of his hand f didst not mark that f 
Rod. Yes, that I did ; but that was but courtesy. 
lago. Lechery, by this hand ; an index, and obscure 
prologue to the history of lust and foul thoughts. They 
met so near with their lips, that their breaths embraced 
together. Villainous thoughts, Roderigo ! when these 
mutoalities so marshal the way, hard at hand comes the 
master and main exercise, the incorporate conclusion : 
Pish !— But, sir, be you rul'd by me : I have brought 
you from Venice. Watch you to-night ; for the com- 
mand, ril lay't upon you. Cassio knows you not ; — I'll 
not be far from you : Do you find some occasion to anger 
Cassio, either by speaking too loud, or tainting his dis- 
cipline ; or from what other course you please, which 
the time shall more favourably minister. 
Rod. Well. 

lago. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in choler ; and, 
haply, with his truncheon may strike at you. Provoke 
him, that he may ; for, even out of that, will I cause 
these of Cyprus to mutiny ; whose qualification shall 
come into no true taste again, but by the displanting of 
Cassio. So shall you have a shorter journey to your de- 
sires, by the means I shall then have to prefer them ; 
and the impediment most profitably removed, without 
the which there were no expectation of our prosperity. 

Rod. I will do this, if I can bring it to any opportunity. 

lago. I warrant thee. Meet me bv and by at the cit- 
adel : I must fetch his necessaries ashore. Farewell. ^ 

Rod. Adieu. [Exit. 

lago. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it ; 



C61 Qasait;ioi> disposition of mind. JOHNSON. 
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That she loves him, *tis apt, and of great credit : 

The Moor — howbeit that I endure him not, — 

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ; 

And, [ dare think, he'll prove to Desdemona 

A most dear husband. Now 1 do love her too ; 

Not out of absolute lust, (though, peradventure, 

I stand accountant for as great a sin,) 

But partly led to diet my revenge. 

For that I do suspect the lusty Moor 

Hath leap'd into my seat : the thought whereof 

Doth, like a poisonous mineral, ? gnaw my inwards ; 

And nothing can or shall content my soul. 

Till I am even with him, wife for wife ; 

Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor 

At least into a jealousy so strong 

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do,— ^ 

If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash 

For his quick hunting, stand the putting on, 

I'll have our Michael Cassio on the hip 

Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb,'— 

For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too ; 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 

For making him egregiously an ass. 

And practising upon his peace and quiet 

Even to madness. 'Tis here, but yet confusM ; 

Knavery's plain face is never seen, ^ till us'd. [i£j«r. 

SCENE II. 

A Street. Enter a Herald v)i(k a proclamation / People folkming. 

Her. It is Othello's pleasure, our noble and valiant 
general, that, upon certain tidings now arrived, import- 
ing the meres perdition of the Turkish fleet, every man 
put himself into triumph ; some to dance, some to make 
bonfires, each man to what sport and revels his addic- 
tion leads him ; for, besides these beneficial news, it is 
the celebration of his nuptials : So much was his pleas- ' 
ure should be proclaimed. All offices are open and 

M This 18 philosophical. Mineral pobons kill by corrotkm. JOHNSON. 

C8l A phrase from the art of wresUuifr. JOHNSON. 

[93 Rank garb, I believe means, gi ossly, i. e. without mincing th« natter. 

STESVEm. 

[i] An honest man acts upon a plan, and forecasts his deaigns ; but a 
knave depends upon temporary and local opportunities and neverkncwtUt 
own purpose, bat at th; time of execution. JOHNSON, 
fa] Mere in this pUcc signi6f8 entire. STE EVENS, 
[3] All rooms or pl aces in the castle, ac which refreshments ar« mautA^ 
€r served oat. So in Macbeth : 

Sent forth great largess to your oSSceS." STEEVENS. 



JkC*f It. OTHELte. 33 

there is fall liberty of feasting, from this present hwxr of 
five, till the bell hath told eleven. Heaven bless the isle 
of Cyprus, and our noble general, Othello ! [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

A Hall in the Castle* Enter Othello, OEsnsif tNA, Casszo^ 
and Attendants. 

0th, Good Michael, look you to the guard to-nigh^': 
Let's teiach ourselves that honourable stop. 
Not to out-sport discretion. 

Cas. lago hath direction what to do ; 
But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
Will I look to't. 

0th, lago is most honest. 
Michael, good-night : To-morrow, with our earliest, 
Let me have speech with you.— Come, my dear love, 
The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue ; [7*0 Des. 
That profit's yet to come 'twixt me and you.— 
Good-night. lExeunt Oth, Des. and Attendants. 

Enter Iago. 

Caa. Welcome, lago : we must to the watch. 

Iago, Not this hour, lieutenant ; 'tis not yet ten 
o'clock : Our general cast us thus early, for the love 
of his Desdemona ; whom let us not therefore blame ; 
he hath not yet made wanton the night with her : and 
she is sport for Jove. 

Cas. She's a most exquisite lady. 

laje^o. And, I'll warrant her, full of game. 

Caa. Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate creature. 

Iago, What an eye she has ! methinks it sounds a 
parley of provocation. 

Cas. An inviting eye ; and yet methinks right modest. 

Iago, And, when she speaks, is it not an alarm to love t 

Caa, She is, indeed, perfection. 

Iago. Well, happiness to their sheets ! Come, lieu- 
tenant, I have a stoup of wine ; and here without are a 
brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain have a mea- 
sure to the health of the black Othella 

Caa. Not to-night, good Iago ;' I have very poor and 
unhamy brains for drinking : I could well wish courtesy 
would invent some other custom of entertainment. 

Iago. O, they are our friends ; but one cup : ru drimk 
for you. 

30 VOL. VIII. 
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Ca9. I have drunk but one cup to-ni|^t, and that 
sras craftU/ qualified too,^ and, behold, what inno- 
yation it makes here : I am unfortunate in the infirmi- 
ty, and dare not task my weakness with any more. 

lago. What, man ! *%\s a night of revels ; the gal- 
lants desire it. 

•Co*. Where are they ? 

logo. Here at the door ; I pray you, call them in. 

Caa, I'll do't ; but it dislikes me. iExit Cassio. 

lago. If I can fasten butane cup upon nim. 
With that which he hath drunk to-night already, 
He*ll be as full of ^[uarrel and offence 
As my young mistress' dog. Now, my sick fool, RoderigQ« 
Whom love has turnM almost the wronjg side outward* 
To Desdemona hath to-night .carous'd 
dotations pottle deep ; and he's to watch i 
Three lads ef Cyprus,— noble swelling spirits, 
That h«ld their honours in a wary distance. 
The very elements* of this warlike isle, — 
Have I to-night fluster'd with flowing cups, 
And they watch too. Now ,'mongst thisfiock of drunkards, 
Am I to put our Cassio in some action 
That may offend the isle i — But here they come : 
If consequence do but approve my dream. 
My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream. 

. He-enttr CMaio g v)ith hinif Montano, and GetaUmen, 

Cag. 'Fore heaven, they have given me a rouse al- 
ready.* 

Mon. Good faith, a little one ; not past a pint, as I 
;am a soldier. 

lago. Some wine, ho 1 

And let me the canakin clink, clink t t'^<^!ft*. 
And let me the canakin clink : 

A eoldier^e a man t 

A life's but a epan s 
Why then, let a eoldier drink, 

"Some wine, boys ! [ Wine -brought in. 

•Ca«. 'Fore heaven, an excellent song. 

lago. I learned it in England, where (indeed) (they 
.are most potent in pottin g ; your Dane, your German, 

t4] Craftily qiutlifi€d^S\i\j mixed with water. JOHNSON. 
iTcB As qaarrelsome as the discordia semtna return i as qaifik-in oppotltkm 
;jp1lre ami water. JOHNSON. 
jffi) t route appears to br a quantity of liquor rather too large. STfiJEST. 
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and yoar swag-bellied Hollander, — Drink, ho ? — are 
nothing to your English. 

Ca9, Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking ? 
lago. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your Dane 
dead drunk ; he sweats not to overthrow your Almain ; 
he gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the next pottle 
can be filPd. 

Ca«. To the health of our general. 

Mon, I am for it, lieutenant ; and I'll do you justice. 

lago, O sweet Engird \ 

King Stephen vjm a worthy peer,'' 

His breeche* coit him but a crovjn ; 
JBe held them sixpence all too dear. 

With that he calPd the tailor^lown,^ 
ffe was a usight of high renown. 
And thou art but of low degree : 
*77* pride, that pulU the country down. 
Then take thine auld cloak about thee^ 
Some wine, ho ! 

Ca«. Why, this is a more exquisite song than the other^ 
lago. Will you hear it again 

Caa. No ; for I hold him to be unworthy of his place 
that does those things. — Well, — Heaven's above all ; and 
there be souls that must be saved, and there be souls 
must not be saved. 

lago. It's true, good lieutenant. 

Ca«. For mine own part,— no offence to the general, 
nor any man of quality,— I hope to be saved. 

lago. And so do I too, liteutenant. 

Caa. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me ; the 
lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let's have 
no more of this ; let's to our affairs*— Forgive us our 
sins ! — Gentlemen, let's look to our business. Do not 
think, gentlemen, I am drunk ; this is my ancient ;— • 
this is my right hand, and this is my left hand : — I am 
not drunk now ; I can stand well enough, and speak 
well enough. 

AIL Excellent well. 

Caf . Why, very well, then : you must not think then 
that I am drunk. [Exit. 

Mon. To the platform, masters ; come, let's set the 
watch. 

C73 These sunzas are taken from an old song, -which the reader will find 
rccoveredand preserved in a curious work lately printed^ infcitled—R« licks 
of Ancient Poetry, consisting of old heroic ballads, songs, 8kc. jOHNSOBf • 

£8] Lown-iorry feltow, paltry wretch. JOHNSON. 
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lago. You see this fellow, that i« gone before 
He is a soldier« fit to s|and by Caesar 
And give direction : and do but see his yice ; 
'Tis to his virtue a just equinox. 
The one as long as the other : 'tis pity of him. 
I fear, the trust Othello puts him in. 
On some odd time of his infirmity, 
Will shake this island. 

Mon. But is he often thus } 

lago, 'Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep : 
He'll watch the horologe a double set. 
If drink rock not his cradle.' 

Mon, It were well. 
The general were put in mind of it. 
Perhaps, he sees it not ; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 
And looks not on his evils ; Is not this true I 



Mon, And 'tis great pity, that the noble OCT 
Should hazard such a place, as his own second, 
With one of. an ingraft infirmity :* 
It were an honest action, to say 
So to the Moor. 

lago. Not I, for this fair island : 
I do love Cassio well ; and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. But hark ! what noise ? 



Re-enter Cassio, driving in Rodsrxgo. 
Ca#. You rogue you rascal ! 
Mon, What's the matter, lieutenant ? 
Cfl*. A knave ! — teach me my duty f 
111 beat the knave into a twiggen bottle.^ 
Rod, Beat me ! 

Cfl«. Dost thou prate, rogue ? [Striking Roderigo. 

Mon. Nay, good lieutenant ; \Staying him. 

I pray you, sir, hold your hand. 

Caf . Let me go, sir. 
Or I'll knock you o'er the mazzard. 

Mon, Come, come, you're drunk. 

[9I If he have no drink, he^I keep awake while the clock strikes tw0 
roonds. or foor-wd^twenty hoars. JOHNSON. 
(1 ] Ad infirmity rwted, settled in hit constitation. TOHNSOK. 
C3) A twiggen botUe is si tuickerei ^tde, STESVENS. 



£nter Roderigo. 
lago. How now, Roderigo ? 
I pray you, after the lieutenant ; ga 




[Mide. 



[Cry n^iVAin,— Help ! help f 
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Cfl«. Drunk ! [They^ght. 
logo. Away, I say ! go out, and cry — a mutiny. 

[AHde to Rod. who goes out. 
Nay, good lieutenant, — alas, gentlemen, — 
Help, ho ! — Lieutenant, — sir, — Montano, — sir ; — 
Help, masters ! — Here's a goodly watch^ indeed ! 

{Bell rings. 
Who's that that rings the bell Diablo, ho ! 
The town will rise : God's will, lieutenant ! hold r 
You will be sham'd for ever. 

Enter Othello, and Attendantst 
0th, What is the matter here i 
Mon. I bleed still, I am hurt to the death ; — he dies. 
0th. Hold, for your lives. 

lago. Hold, hold, lieutenant, — sir, Montano, — gentle^ 
men, — 

Have you forgot all sense of place and duty 

Hold, hold ! the general speaks to you ; hold, for shame h 

0th. Why, how now, ho ! from whence arise th this ^ 
Are we turn'd Turks ; and to ourselves do that. 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ^ 
For christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl ; 
He that stirs next to carve for his own rage. 
Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his mrotion.— 
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the isle- 
From her propriety. — What is the matter, masters 7^-* 
Honest lago, that look'st dead with grieving. 
Speak, who began this ^ on thy love, I charge thee^ 

lago. I do not know ;— friends all but now, even now, 
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Devesting them for bed : and then, but now, 
("As if some planet had unwitted men) 
Swords' out, and tilting one at other's breast. 
In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds ; 
And 'would in action glorious I had lost 
These legs, that brought me to a part of it f 

0th, How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot ^ 

Caa. I pray you, pardon me, I cannot speak. 

0th, Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil ; 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure ; What's the matter,. 
That you unlace your reputation thus. 
And spend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? give me answer to it. 
30* VOL. VlIX* 
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Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger ; 

Your officer, lago, can inform you — 

While 1 spare speech,i*hich something now ofiendsme;— 

Of all that I do know : nor know I au|;ht 

Bv me that's said or done amiss this night. 

Unless self-charity be sometime a vice ; 

And to defend ourselves it be a sin, 

W*hen violence assails us. 
0th. Now, by heaven. 

My blood begins my safer guides to rue ; 

And passion, having my best judgment collied,^ 

Assays to lead the way : If I once stir, . 

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 

Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 

How this foul route began, who set it on ; 

And he that is approvM in this offence,^ 

Though he had twinn*d with me, both at a birth. 

Shall lose me. — What ! in a town of war. 

Yet wild, the people's hearts brimful of fear. 

To manage private and domestic quarrel. 

In night, and on the court and guard of safety ! 

'Tis monstrous — lago, who began it t 
Mon. If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office, 

Thou dost deliver more or less than truth, 
Thou art no soldier. 

laffo. Touch me not so near : 
I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth. 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio; 
Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him.— Thus it is, general. 
Montano and myself being in speech, 
There comes a fellow, crying out for help ; 
And Cassio following him with determin'd sword, 
To execute upon him : Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause ; 
Myself the crying fellow did pursue. 
Lest, by his clamour, (as it so fell out,) 
The town might fall in frieht : he, swift of foot. 
Outran my purpose ; and I retum'd the rather 
For that I heard the clink and fall of swords. 
And Cassio high in oath ; which, till to-night, 
I ne'er might say before ; When I came back, 

£31 To colly—anciently sienified to besmut> to blacken with cotL OtMlft 
means tlut passion has diooMiuvd his Jndgment. STSEVKM 8. 

4] He that is coavictcd hifnci of hanriiig been enga|cd in this iiati. 
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(For this wa» brief,) I found them close together* 
At blow, and thrust ; even as again they were, 
When you yourself did part them. 
More of this matter can I not report 
But men are men ; the best sometimes forget 
Though Cassio did some little wrong tq him,— 
As men in rage strike those that wish them best,— 
Yet, surely, Cassio, I believe, received. 
From him that fled, some strange indignity, 
Which patience could not pass. 

0th. I know, lago. 
Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter. 
Making it light to Cassio Cassio, I love thee ; 
But never more be officer of mine.-* 

Enter Desdemona, attended. 
Look, if my gentle love be not rais'd up - 
ril make thee an example. 

Dea. What's the matter, dear ? 

0th. All's well now, sweeting : Come away to bed. 
—Sir, for your hurts. 

Myself will be your surgeon : Lead him off. 

[To MoNTANO, who U led off. 
lago, look with care about the town ; 
And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted. 
—Come, Desdemona ; 'tis the soldiers' life. 
To have their balmy slumbers wak'd with strife. 

[Exeunt all but Iago oTid Cassio* 

lago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant ? 

Cat. Ay, past all surgery. 

Iago. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Cat, Reputation, reputation, reputation ! O, I have 
lost my reputation ! I have lost the immortal part, sir, of 
myself, and what remains is bestial* — My reputation, 
lago, my reputation. 

Iago. As I am an honest man, I thought you had re- 
ceived some bodily wound ; there is more ofience in 
that, than in reputation. Reputation is an idle and most 
false imposition ; oft got without merit, and lost without 
deserving : You have lost no reputation at all, unless 
you repute yourself such a loser. What, man ! there 
are ways to recover the general again : You are but 
now cast in his mood, a punishment more in policy than 
in malice ; even so as one would beat his offienceleM 
dog, to affright an imperious lion : sue to him again, 
and he's yours. 
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CaM. I will rather sue to be despised, than to deceive 
so good a commander, with so slight, so drunken, and so 
indiscreet an officer. Drunk t and speak parrot and 
squabble f swagger^ swear ^ and discourse fustian with 
one's own shadow?— O thou invisible spirit of wine,if thou 
hast no name to be known by, let us call thee — devil ! 

lago. What was he that you followed with your sword I 
What had he done to you I 

Cas. I know not. 

lag'o. Is it possible ? 

Caa. I remember a mass of things, but nothing dis- 
tinctly ; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. — O, that men 
should put an enemy in their mouths,' to steal away 
their brains ! that we should, with joy, revel, pleasure, 
and applause, transform ourselves into beasts ! 

lago. Why, but you are now well enough. How came 
you thus recovered ? 

Cas, It has pleased the devil, drunkenness, to give 
place to the devil, wrath : one unperfectness shows me 
another, to make me frankly despise myself. 

lago. Come, you are too severe a moraler : As the 
time, the place, and the condition of this country stands, 
I could heartily wish this had not befallen ; but, since 
it is as it is, mend it for your own good. 

Caa, I will ask him for my place again ; he shall tell 
me, I am a drunkard ! Had I as many mouths as Hydra, 
such an answer would stop them all. To be now a sen- ^ 
sible man, by and by a fool, and presently a beast ! O 
strange !-^£very inordinate cup is unblessed,, and the 
ingredient is a devil. 

lago. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar crea- 
ture, if it be well used ; exclaim no more against it. 
And, good lieutenant, I think, you think I love you. 

Caa, I have well approved it, sir.— I drunk ! 

lago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at some 
time, man. Til tell you what you shall do. Our general's 
wife is now the general I may say so in this respect, 
for that he hath devoted and given up himself to the con- 
templation, mark, and denotement of her parts and 
graces confess yourself freely to her ; importune her; 
shell help to put you in your place again : She is of so 
free, so kind, so apt. so blessed a disposition, that she 
holds it a vice in her goodness, not to do more than she 
js requested ; This broken joint between you and her 

tfl A phrase sigiufjring to act fooUshly and chUcUsbly. WARB1TRT0H. 
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husband, entreat her to splinter ; and, my fortunes 
against any lay worth naming, this crack of your love 
shall grow stronger than it was before. 
Cas. You advise me welL 

lago, I protest, in the sincerity of love, and honest 
kindness. 

Ca9, I think it freely ; and, betimes in the morning, I 
will beseech the virtuousDesdemona to undertake for me: 
I am desperate of my fortunes, if they check me here. 

lago. You are in the right. Good-night, lieutenant ; 
I must to the watch. 

Cas. Good-night, honest lago. \Exit Cassio. 

lago. And what*she then,that says,— I play the villain \ 
When this advice is free, I give, and honest, 
Probal^ to thinking, and (indeed) the course 
To win the Moor again ? For 'tis most easy 
The inclining 7 Desderoona to subdue 
In any honest suit ; she's fram'd as fruitful 
As the free elements.* And then for her 
To win the Moor, — were't to renounce his bapti^to, 
All seals and symbols of redeemed sin, — 
His soul is so enfetter'd to her love. 
That she may make, unmake, do what she list. 
Even as her appetite shall play the god 
With his weak function. How am 1 then a villain, 
To counsel Cassio to this parallel course.^ 
Directly to his good ^ Divinity of hell ! 
When devils will their blackest sins put on. 
They do suggest at first with heavenly shows, 
As I do now : For while this honest fool 
Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes, 
And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 
I'll pour this pestilence into his ear,— 
That she repeals him for her body's lust ; 
And, by how much she strives to do him good, 
She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 
So will I turn her virtue into pitch ; 
And out of her own goodness make the net. 
That shall enmesh them all. — How now, Roderigo ? 
Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I do follow here in the chase, not like a hound 

(63 Thus the old editions. There may be such a contraction of the word 
probable, bat 1 have noi met with it. STEEVENS. 
C7) Inclining here signifies c0mp/f a n^ MALONE. 
C81 LiberaUboontifal as the elements « oot of whi^ all things are produced, 
f^] A coarMlrveV and even with his design. JOHNSOI^ 
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that hants, bat one that fills up the cry. My money is 
almost spent ; I have been to-night exceedingly well 
cudgelled ; and, I think, the issue will be-«-I shall have 
so much experience for my pains : and so, with no mo- 
ney at all, and a little more wit^ return to Venice.- 

lago. How poor are they, that have not patience !— 
What wound did ever heal, but by degrees ? 
Thou know'st, we work by wit, and not by witchcraft ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 
Does't not go well ^ Cassio hath beaten thee. 
And thou, bv that small hurt, hast cashier'd Cassio : 
Though other things grow fair against the sun. 
Yet fruits, that blossom first, will first be ripe.' 
Content thyself a while. — By the mass, 'tis morning ; 
Pleasure, and action, make the hours seem short-— 
Retire thee ; go where thou art billeted : 
Away, I say ; thou shalt know more hereafter : 
Kay, get thee gone. Rod.] Two things are tfr 

be done,— 

My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress ; 
I'll set her on ; 

Myself, the while, to draw the Moor apart. 

And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 

Soliciting his wife Ay, that's the way ; 

Dull not device by coldness and delay. {^Exit. 



ACT III. 

SCENE t-^Before the Castle. Enter C ASSio> gnd tome Mu- 
siciane. 

Caa. Masters, play here, I will content your pains, 
Something that's brief ; and bid — good-morrow, general. 

[Music. 

Enter Clown, 
Clo. Why, masters^ have your instruments been at 
Naples, that they speak i'the nose thus i 
1 Mus, How, sir, how ! 

Clo, Are these, I pray you, called wind instruments f 
1 Mua. Ay, marry, are they, sir. 

J; I] or many diferent things, all planned with the same art» and promocdl 
ch. the same diligence, some niast succeed sooner thas others, hf tht 
•rder of natare. Every thii^cannot be done at once ; we most proceed 
the necessary gradation^ We are not to despair of dow events any mm 
than'of tardy fruits» while the causes are in regobr progitW# and me Ihrilt 
IfflW fair Miaimt the^un. JOHNSON, 



JUt ill. OTHELLO. 43 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tail. 

1 Mua. Whereby hangs a tale, sir i 

Clo, Marry, sir, by inanv a wind instrument that I 
know. But, masters, here-s money for you : and the 
general so likes your music, that he desires you, of all 
lores, to make no more noise with it. 

1 Mua, Well, sir, we will not. 

Clo. If you have any music that may not 'be heard, 
to't again : but, as they say, to hear music, the general 
does not greatly care. 

1 Mu9. We have none such, sir. 

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for Pll away : 
Go ; ranish into air ; away. \^£xe. Muaiciant. 

Cob. Dost thou hear, my honest friend ^ 

Clo. No, I hear not your honest friend ; I hear you. 

Caa. Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets. There's a poor 
piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewoman, that attends 
the general's wife,be stirring,tell her, there's one Cassio 
entreats her a little favour of speech : Wilt thou dqthis^ 

Clo. She is stirring, siri if she will stir hither, I shall 
seem to notify unto her. \^Exit. 

Enter lAeo. 

Caa. Do, good my friend. — In happy time, lago. 

lago. You have not been a-bed then ? 

Caa. Why, no ; the day had broke 
Before we parted. I have made bold, lago, 
To send in to your wife : my suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 

lago. I'll send her to you presently ; 
And 111 devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and business 
May be more free. {ExiL 

Caa. I humbly thank you for't. 1 never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honest * 
Enter Emilia. 

EmiL Good-morrow, good lieutenant : I am sorry 
For your displeasure ; but all will soon be well. 
The general* and his wife, are talking of it .; 
And she speaks for you stoutly : The Moor replies, 
That he, you hurt, i« of great fame in Cyprus, 
And great affinity ; and that, in wholesome wisdom. 
He might not but refuse you : but, he protests, he lofes 
you ; 

£33 See lumtratiow. Vol. IX. 
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And needs no other suitor, but his likings » 
To take the saf 'st occasion by the front. 
To bring yoa in again. 

Cob. Yet, I beseech you,— 
If you think fit* or that it may be done,*— 
Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdemona alone. 

EniiL Pray you, come in ; 
I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. 

Caa. I am much bound to yon. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IL 

A Room in the Cattle, Mnter Othbllo^ I ago* and Gentlemen, 

0th. These letters give, lago, to the pilot ; 
And, by him, do my duties to the state : 
That done, I will be walking on the works, 
Repair there to ae. 

lago. Well, my good lord. Til dot 

0th. This fortification, gentlemen,— shall we seet ? 

Gent. We'll wait upon your lordship. \^Exeunt* 



SCENE III. 

Before the Cattle. Enter Dbsobmona, Cassio, om/EirtLiA. 

Dee, Be thou assur'd, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 

JEmt/.G.ood madam , do, I know it grieves my husband, 
As if the case were his. 

Dea. O, that's an honest fellow.— do not doubt, Cassiei 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Caa. Bounteous madam. 
Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 
He's never any thing but your true^servant. 

Dea. O, sir, I thank you : You do love my lord : 
You have known him long ; and be you well assarVl, 
He shall in strangeness stand no further off 
Than in a politic distance. 

Caa. Ay, but, lady. 
That policy may either last so long, 
Or feed upon such nice and wateiish diet. 
Or breed itself so out of circumstance. 
That, I being absent, and my place snppBedy 

I 
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My general will forget my love and service. » 

Dea, Do not doabt that ; before Emilia here» 
I give thee warrant of thy place : assure thee. 
If I do vow a friendship, 1*11 perform it 
To the last article : my lord shall never rest ; 
I'll watch him tame,^ and talk him out of patience ; 
His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift ; 
I'll intermingle every thing he does 
With Cassio's suit : Therefore be merry, Cassio ; 
For thy solicitor shall rather die, 
Than give thy cause away« 

Enter Othello and Iago, distance. 

EmiL Madam, here comes 
My lord. 

Caa, Madam, I'll take my leave. 

Dea, Why, stay. 
And hear me speak. 

Caa, Madam, not now ; I am very ill at ease. 
Unfit for mine own purposes. 

Dea. Well, well. 
Do your discretion, [Exit Cassio. 

lago, Hal I like not that. 

0th. What dost thou say ? 

lago. Nothing, my lord : or if— I know not what. 

0th. Was not that Cassio, parted from my wife i 

lago. Cassio, my lord } No, sure, I cannot think it. 
That he would steal away so guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. 

0th. I do believe 'twas he 

Dea. How now, my lord ? 
I have been talking with a suitor here, 
A man that languishes in your displeasure. 

Oth. Who is't, you mean i 

Dea. Why, your lieutenant Cassio. Good my lord. 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
His present reconciliation take ; 
For, if he be not one that truly loves you. 
That errs in ignorance, and not In cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honest face : 
I pr'ythee, call him back. 

C3} He may either of himself think it politic to keep me oat of office so 
long, or he may be satisfied with sach slifrht reasons, or so many accidentt 
may make him think myro-admltsion at that tune improper* that I may be 
quite forgotten. JOHNSON 

£43 It IS said that the ferocity of beattt, insuperable and irrtdairoablt by 
any other means* is snbdoed by keeping tbem from sleep. JOHNSlOhP. 
31 VOL. Till. 
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Oth. Went he hence now ? 

De%. Ay, sooth ; so hambled* 
That he hath left part of his grief with me ; 
I suffer withhiro. Good love, call him back. 

0th, Not now, sweet Desdemona ; some other time. 

De9. But shall't be shortly ^ 

Oth, The sooner, sweet, for you. 

Dea, Shairt be to-night at supper? 

Oth. No, not to-night. 

jDe«. To-morrow dinner then ? 

Oth, I shall not dine at home ; 
f meet the captains at the citadel. 

Dea, Why then, to-morrow night ; or Tuesday mom \ 
Or Tuesday .noon, or night ; or Wednesday morn 
I pray thee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days : in faith, he's penitent ; 
And yet his trespass, in our common reason, 
(Save that, they say, the wars must make examples* 
Out of their best,) is not almost a fault 
To incur a private check : When shall he come ^ 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul. 
What you could ask me that I should deny» 
Or stand so mammering on. What ! Michael Cassio, 
That came a wooing with you ; and many a time» 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly. 
Hath ta'en your part ; to have so much to do 
To bring him in ! Trust me, I could do much,— 

Oth, Pr'ythee, no more: let him come when he wiU ; 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Dea* Why, this is not a boon ; 
'Tis as I should intreat you wear your gloves. 
Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm i 
Or sue to you to do peculiar profit 
To your own person : Nay, when I have a suit. 
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed. 
It shall be full of poise and difficulty. 
And fearful to be granted. 

Oth, I will deny thee nothing : 
Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to myself. 

Des, Shall I deny you ? No : Farewell, my loed. 

Oth, Farewell, my Desdemona : I will come to thee 
straight. 

C53 The severity of military discipline most not sparfe theliest men of ilie 
;«rmy, wlieo tlveirpunishment may afford a wholesome ejeam^tf^ JOHNSOtK. 
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Dea. Emilia, come Be it as your fancies teach you ; 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. [Exit, uoith Emxl. 

0th. Excellent wretch Perdition catch my soul, 
But I do love thee ! and when I love thee not. 
Chaos is come again. ^ 

lago. My noble lord, 

0th, What dost thou say, lago } 

lago. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo^d my lady, 
Know of your love i 

0th. He did, from first to last. Why dost thou ask ^ 

lago. But for a satisfaction of my thought ; 
No further harm. 

Ofih, Why of thy thought, lago ; 

lago, I did not think, he had been acquainted with her. 

0th, O, yes ; and went between us very oft. 

lago. Indeed ? 

0th, Indeed ! ay^ indeed Discera'st thou aught in- 
that ? 
Is he not honest ? 
lago. Honest, my lord ? 
0th, Ay, honest. 

lago. My lord, for aught I know. 

0th, What dost thou think *, 

lago. Think, my lord 

0th, Think, my lord ! 
By heaven, he echoes me. 
As if there were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown.— Thou dost mean something : 
I heard thee say but now,— Thou lik'st not that, 
When Cassio left my wife ; What didst not like ? 
And, when I told thee— he was of my counsel 
In my whole course of wooing, thou cry'dst. Indeed ? 
And didst contract and purse thy brow together » 
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : If thou dost love me, 

[6] The meaning of the word noretch is not generally andencood. It is 
now, in some parts of England, a term of the softest and fondest tenderness. 
It expresses the utmost degree of amiableness> Joined with an idea, which 
]>erhaps all tenderness inclades, of feebleness* softness, and want of jH^tec- 
tion. Othello considering Desdemona as excelling in beauty and virtue, sdt 
and timorous by her sex, and by her situation absolutely in his power, calls 
her, exceileut nuretchl It may be expressed. 

Dear» harmless, helpless excellence, JOHNSON. 

(73 When my love is for a moment suspended by suspicion, I have nothing 
In my mind but discord, tumuU, perturbation and confusion. JOHNSON. 

There is another meaning possible ; When I cease to love thee, the nuorld is 
mt attend; i. e. there remains nothing valuable or important. STEEVENS. 

He means I think, to say, and ere I cease to love thee^ the novrld itself shaft 
he reduced tests primitive chaes, MALONE* 
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Show me thy thought. 

Jago. My lord, you know I love you. 

0th. I think, thou dost ; 
And, — for I know thou art full of love and honesty. 
And weigh'stthy words before thou grv*st them breathy— 
Therefore these stops of thine fright roe the more : 
For such things, in a false disloyal knave. 
Are tricks of custom ; but, in a man that's just, 
They are close denotements, working from the heart. 
That passion cannot rule. 

lago. For Michael Cassio,— 
I dare be sworn, I think that he is honest. 

0th, I think so too. 

lago. Men should be what they seem ; 
Or, those that be not, 'would they might seem none ! 

0th. Certain, men should be what they seem. 

lago. Why then, 
1 think that Cassio is an honest man. 

0th. Nay, yet there's more in this : 
I pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings. 
As thou dost ruminate ; and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 

lago. Good my lord, pardon me ; 
Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all slaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts? Why, say, they are vile and false,— 
As whci*e's that palace, whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breast so pure. 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets, and law-days, and in session sit 
With meditations lawful. ^ 

0th. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago. 
If thou but think'st him wrong'd, and mak'st his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

lago. I do beseech you, — 
Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess. 
As, I confess, it is my nature's plague 
To spy into abuses ; and, oft, my jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not, — I entreat you then. 
From one that so imperfectly conjects. 
You'd take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance ; — ^ 

[8] Leet (tayi Jacob* in his Law Dictionary) is otherwise called a lawlay. 
The fioet's oieaninK appears plainly to be: Who has abreast so little apt to 
form in opinions of others, but that foul suspicion will sometimes mix widi 
his fiiirest and most candid thoariits> and erect a coorc i n bis mtod* to to- 
quire of the offences ap^rehendeo. STEE VENS. 



Act ni. 



OTH£LLO. 



49 



It were not for your quiet, nor your good. 
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom, 
To let you know my thoughts. 
0th. What dost thou mean ? 

lago. Good name, in man, and woman, dear my lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls : 
Who steals my purse,steals trash; 'tis something,nothing; 
'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thousands ; 
But he, that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him^ 
And makes me poor indeed. 

0th, By heaven. Til know thy thought. 

lago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand ; 
Nor shall not, whilst 'tis in my custody. 

0th, Ha ! 

lago, O, beware, my lord, of jealousy ; 
It is the green-ey'd monster, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on. That cuckold lives in bliss^ 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger ; 
But, O, what damned minutes tells he o'er. 
Who dotes, yet doubts ; suspects, yet strongly loves \ 

0th, O misery ! 

lago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough ; 
But riches, fineless,^ is as poor as winter,* 
To him that ever fears he shall be poor : — 
Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy ! 

0th. Why ? why is this I 
Think'st thou, I'd make a life of jealousy, 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions ^ No : to be once in doubts 
Is — once to be resolv'd : Exchange me for a goat, 
When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufflicate and blown surmises,'* 
Matching thy inference. Tis not to make me jealous^ 
To say — my wife is fair, fceds^ well, loves company. 
Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well ; 
Where virtue is, these ^re more virtuous : 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt ; 
For she had eyes, and chose me : No, lago ; 
VVl see, before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove ; 

[9] Unboanded, endless* annnmbered treasures. JOHNSON. 
Ci] Finely expressed : tomter producing no fruits. WARBURTON. 
[23 Exsufflicate I think is used in the sense of iWdZ/M^ aod^qveari to Isive 
been formtd from sufflatus. MALON£» 
31* VOL, VIII, 



50 



OTHELLO. 



ACT nr. 



And, on the proof, there is no more but this,— 
Away at once with love, or jealousy. 

logo, I am glad of this ; for now I shall have reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit : therefore, as I am bound. 
Receive it from me I speak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio ; 
Wear your eye— thus, not jealous, nor secure : 
I would not have your free and noble nature. 
Out of self-bounty, be abus'd ; look to't : 
I know our country disposition well ; 
In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 
They dare not show theiV husbands ; their best conscience 
Is— not to leave undone, but keep unknown. 

0th. Dost thou say so ? 

lago. She did deceive her father, marrying you ; 
Audi hen she seem'd to shake, and fear your looks, ^ 
She lov'd them most. 

0th, And so she did. 

Jago. Why, go to, then ; 
She that, so young, could give out such a seeming. 
To seel her father's eyes up, close as oak,«— - 
He thought, 'twas witchcraft :— But I am much to blame ; 
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon. 
For too much loving you. 

0th. I am bound to thee for ever. 
« lago, I see, this hath a little dash'd your spirits. 

0th, Not a jot, not a jot. 

lago. Trust me, I fear it has. 
I hope, you will consider, what is spoke 
Comes from my love ;— But, I do see you are movM 
1 am to pray you, not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues, « nor to larger reach. 
Than to suspicion. 

Oth. I will not. 



[33 This and the fonowine argument of lag^o ought to be deeply impretsed 
CD eve. y reader. Deceit and falsehood, whatever conveniencies they may for 
a time promise or produce, are, in the sum of Hfe> obstacles to happiness. 
Those, who profit by the cheat, distrust the deceiver> and the act> by which 
kindness is sought, puts an end to confidence. The same objection may be 
made with a lower degree of strength against the imprudent generosity of 
disproportionatt marriages. When the first heat of passion is over« k is easily 
succeeded by suspicion, that the same violence of inclination, which caused 
one irregularity, may stimulate to another ; and those who have shown, that 
their passions are too powerful for their prudence, will, with ver^ slight ap> 
•earances against.them, be censured as not very likely' to restrain them by 
their virtue. TOHNSON. 

Close as oak, means, close as the grain of the oak. To seel A luwk» is 
to sew up his eyelids. STEE V£NS. 

Issues, for conclasioDs. WARBURTON. 
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logo. Should you do 8o« my lord, 
My speech should fall into such vile success 
As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio's my worthy friend 
My lord^ I see you are mov'd. 

Oth^ Ko, not much mov'd 
I do not think but Desdemona's honest. 
lago. Long live she so ! and long live you to think so ! 
0th. And yet, how nature erring from itself,— 
Jflg-o. Ay .there's the point: — As,— to be bold with you,— 
Not to affect many proposed matches 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree ; 
Whereto, we see, in all things nature tends : 
Foh ! one may smell, in such, a will most rank,^ 
Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural.— 
But pardon me ; I do not, in position, 
Distinctly speak of her : though I may fear. 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment. 
May fall to match you with her country forms, 
And (happily) repent. 

0th. Farewell, farewell : 
If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ; 
Set on thy wife to observe : Leave me, lago. 



OM. Why did I marry } This honest creature,doubtless» 
Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 

lago. My lord, I would, I might entreat your honour 
To scan this thing no further ; leave it to time : 
And though it be fit that Cassio have his place, 
(For, sure, he fills it up with great ability,) 
Yet, if you please to hold him off a while. 
You shaM by that perceive him and his means : 
Note, if your lady strain his entertainment'' 
With any strong or vehement opportunity ; 
Much will be seen in that. In the mean time, 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears, 
(As worthy cause I have, to fear — 1 am,) 
And hold her free, I do beseech your honour. 
0th, Fear not my government. 

lago. I once more take my leave. [Exit. 

0th. This fellow's of exceeding honesty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit. 
Of human dealings': If I do prove her haggard , s 

[63 WilL is for wilfolness. It is so used by Ascham; A rank 'will is sclf- 
wUi overgrown and exuberant. JOHNSON. 
£73 Press hard his re-admission to his pay and office. JOHNSON. 
183 A haggard hawk is a wild hawk> a hawk irrecjaimable. JOHNSON 
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Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings,* 
I'd whistle her ofiT, and let her down the wind. 
To prey at fortune.' Haply, for I am black ; 
And have not those soft parts of conversation 
That chamberers have : or, for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years ; — yet that's not much 
She's gone ; I am abus'd ; and my relief 
Must be— to loath her. O curse of marriage, 
That we can call these delicate creatures ours. 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad. 
And live upon tne vapour of a dungeon, 
Than keep a corner in the thing I love. 
For others^ uses. Yet, 'tis the plague of great ones ; 
Prerogativ'd are they less than the base ; 
'Tis destiny unshnnnable, like death ; 
Even then this forked plague is fated to us, 
When we do quicken. Desdemona comes : 

Enter Desdemona and Emilia. 
If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself !— 
Ill not believe it. 

Dea. How now, my dear Othello ? 
Your dinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 

0th, I am to blame. 

Dea, Why is your speech so faint f are you not well ? 

0th, I have a pain upon my forehead here. 

Dea, Faith, that's with watching ; 'twill away again : 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 

0th, Your napkin > is too little ; 

\^He fiuta the handkerchief from him, and it dropa. 
Let it alone. Gome, I'll go in with you. 

Dea, I am very sorry that you are not well. 

^Exeunt Oth. and D£SB. 

Emil, I am glad I have found this napkin ; 
This was her first remembrance from the Moor : 
My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to steal it : but she so loves the token, 
(For he conjur'd her, she would ever keep it,) 
That she reserves it evermore about her, 

[o] Jesses are short straps of leather tied abont the foot of a hawk, hw 
which she is held on the fist. HANMER. 

p ] The falconers always let fly the h^wk against the wind ; if she ilM 
with the wind behind her, she seldom returns. If therefore a hawk wai 
fov any reason to be dismissed, she was let down the wind, and from dMiK 
time shifted for herself, and preyed at fortune. JOHNSON. 
• J^J ^ pocket handkerchief is so called about Sheffield Is 

Yorkshire. ST£i,VE.NS. 
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To kiss, and talk to. Til have the work ta'en out,^ 
And give it lago : 

What he'll do with it, heaven knows, not I ; 
I nothing, but to please his fantasy. 

Enter Iago. 

lago. How now ! what do you here alone ? 

EmiL Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you. 

Iago, A thing for me ^— It is a common thing. 

Emit. Ha ! 

Iago, To have a foolish wife. 

EmiL O, is that all ? what will you give me now 
For that same handkerchief ^ 

Iago. What handkerchief ? 

EmiL What handkerchief ? 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona ; 
That which so often you did bid roe steal. 

Iago, Hast stolen it from her i 

EmiL No, faith ; she let it drop by negligence ; 
And, to the advantage, I, beiughere, took't up. 
Look, here it is. 

Iago, A good wench ; give it me. 

EmiL What will you do with it, that you have been 
so earnest 
To have me filch it ? 

Iago, Why, what's that to you ? [Snatching it. 

EmiL If it be not for some purpose of import, 
Give it me again : Poor lady ! she'll run mad. 
When she shall lack it. 

Iago, Be not you known of't : I have use for it. 
Go, leave me. [Exit £mi15|a. 

I will in Cassio's lodging lose this napkin, 
And let him find it : Trifles, light as air, 
Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong 
As proofs of holy writ. This may do something. 
The Moor already changes with my poison :— • 
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons. 
Which, at the first, are scarce found to distaste ; 
But, with a little act upon the blood. 
Burn like the mines of sulphur. — I did say so : — 

Enter Othello. 
Look, where he comes t Not poppy, nor mandragora,^ 

ts) That is copied. Her first thoughts are to have a copy raade of it for 
lier husband, and restore the original to Desdemona. Bat the sudden coming 
in of Iago, in a surly humour, makes her alter her resolution, to please him. 
file same phrase occurs between Cassio and Bianca, sc. iv. BLACKSTONS* 
[43 The mandragoras or mandrake has a soporific quality, and the ancitnt* 

L fri u ii when they wanted an opiate of the most power^ kind. STEEV- 
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Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 
'Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou ow'dst yesterday. 

0th. Ha ! ha ! false to me I 
To me ? 

lago. Why, how now, ^neral ? no more of that 
0th, Avaunt ! begone ! thou hast set me on the rack:« 

I swear, 'tis better to be much abusM, 

Than but to know't a little. 
Jago, How now, my lord ? 

0th. What sense had I of her stolen hours of lust ? 
I saw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me ; 
I slept the next night well, was free and merry ; 
I found not Cassio's kisses on her lips : 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stolen. 
Let him not know it, and he's not robb'd at all. 

lago. I am sorry to hear this. 

0th. I had been happy, if the general camp. 
Pioneers and all,' had tasted her sweet body* 
So I had nothing known : O now, for ever. 
Farewell the tranquil mind ! Farewell content ! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars* 
That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell ! 
Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump, 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife. 
The royal banner ; and all quality. 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war ! 
And O, you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell ? Othello's occupation's gone ! 

Jago. Is it possible ? My lord, 

0th. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore ; 
Be sure of it ; give me the ocular proof ; 

[Taking him by the throat. 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul, 
Thou hadst been better have been bom a dog. 
Than answer my wak'd wrath. 

Jago. Is it come to this ? 

0th. Make me to see it ; or (at the least) so prove it» 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop. 
To hang a doubt on : or, woe upon thy life ! 

lago. My noble lord,— 

Oth. If thou dost slander her, and torture me. 



C^l That is. the mmt abject and vilest of the canp. Pioneert were gmurr 
ally degraUed soldiers, Appointed to the ofice oS itoseer, M a poniininf*' 
for miscoodact. GROS£. 
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Never pray more : abandon all remorse ; 

On horror's head horrors accumulate : 

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz*d» 

For nothing canst thou to damnation add» 

Oreater than that. 

lago. O grace ! O heaven defend me ! 
Are you a man i have you a soul, or sense ?^ 
God be wi' you ; take mine office.— O wretched fool. 
That liv'st to make thine honesty a vice 

monstrous world ! Take note, take note, O world. 
To be direct and honest, is not safe.— 

1 thank you for this profit ; and, from hence, 
I'll love no friend, since love breeds such offence. 

0th. Nay, stay -Thou should'st be honest. 

lago. I should be wise ; for honesty's a fool. 
And loses that it works for. 

0th. By the world, 
I think my wife be honest, and think she is not ; 
I think that thou art just, and think thou art not ; 
I'll have some proof : Her name, that was as fresh 
As Dianas visage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own face.— If there be cords, or knives, 
Poison, or iire, or suffocating streams, 
III not endure it.— 'Would, I were satisfied ! 

lago. I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion : 
I do repent me, that I put it to you. 
You would be satisfied } 

0th. Would ? nay, I will. 

lago. And may : But, how ? how satisfied, my lord i 
Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on } 
Behold her tuppM i 

0th. Death and damnation ! O ! 

lago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think. 
To bring them to that prospect : Damn them then, 
If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster. 
More than their own ! What then f how then i 
What shall I say? Where's satisfaction ? 
It is impossible, you should see this. 
Were they as prime as goats,* as hot as monkeys. 
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say, 
If imputation, and strong circumstances, — 
Which lead directly to the door of truth,— 
Will give you satisfaction, you may have it. 

{6] Prtme is {yronpttfron the Gdtkk or Britath^lm. HAKMEIL 
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0th. Give me a living reason she's disloyal. 

lago. I do not like the office : 
But, sith I am enter'd in this cause so far,— 
Prick'd to it by foolish honesty and love,— • 
I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately ; 
And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I c ould not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soal. 

That in their sleeps will mutter their affitirs ; 

One of this kind is Cassio : 

In sleep I heard him say,— iSwe^r DcBdemona^ 

Let U8 be wary, let ua hide our loves / 

And then, sir, would he gripe, and wring my hand, 

Cry, — O, aweet creature ! and then kiss me hard. 

As if he pluckM up kisses by the roots. 

That grew upon my lips : then laid his leg 

Over my thigh, and sigh'd, and kiss'd ; and then 

Cry'd, — Cursed fate J that gave thee to the Moor I 

Oth, O monstrous ! monstrous! 

lago. Nay, this was but his dream. 

Oth, But this denoted a foregone conclusion ; 
*Tis a shrewd doiibt, though it be but a dream. 

lago. And this may help to thicken other proofs. 
That do demonstrate thinily. 

Oth, ril tear her all to pieces. 

lago. Nay, but be wise : yet we see nothing done ; 
She may be honest yet. Tell me but this, — 
Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief. 
Spotted with strawberries, in your wife's hand } 

Oth. I gave her such a one ; 'twas my first g^ft. 

lago, I know not that : but such a handkerchief, 
(I am sure it was your wife's,) did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

Oth, If it be that,— 

lago. If it be that, or any that was hers. 
It speaks against her with the other proofs. 

Oth. O, that the slave had forty thousand ^ves ; 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge ! 
Now do I see 'tis true.— Look here, lago ; 
All my fond love thus I do blo^r to heaven : 
*Tis gone. — 

Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell ! 
Yield up, O love, thy crown, and hearted throne, ^ 

Ut] Hearted throne* is the heart on which thoa wast enthroned. So in 
r^elfih Night : 

" It gives a very echo to the seat, 

" Where love is ihron'd." 
Sie also Rmeo ani Jvlieu Kct v. i. MIlLONE. 
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To tyrannous hate ! swell, bosom, with thy fraught. 

For tis of aspicks' tongues ! 
lago. Pray, be content. 
0th, O, blood, lago, blood ! 

lago. Patience,! say ; your mind, perhaps, may change. 

0th, Never, lago. Like to the Pontick sea, 
Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick, and the Hellespont ; 
Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace. 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble lore, 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up. — Now, by yond' marble heaven. 
In the due reverence of a sacred vow [Kneels. 
I here engage my words. 

lago. Do not rise yet^ [KneeU, 
Witness, you ever-burning lights above ! 
You elements that clip us round about ! 
Witness, that here lago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart. 
To wrong'd Othello's service ! let him command. 
And to obey shall be in me remorse, 
What bloody work soever.* 

Oih, I greet thy love. 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the instant put thee to't : 
Within these three days let me hear thee say. 
That Cassio's not alive. 

lago. My friend is dead ; 'tis done, at your request : 
But, let her live. 

Oth, Damn her, lewd minx ! O, damn her ! 
Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw. 
To furnish me with some swift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now Art thou my lieutenant. 

Jago, 1 am your own for ever. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

The same, Enter Desdbmona, Ekilxa, and Clovm, 

Des.Do you know, sirrah, where lieutenant Cassio lies^ 

Clown, I dare not say, he lies any where. 

Pes, Why, man ? 

[8j lago devotes himself to wronged oTchello, and says. Let him eomnuind 
{whatever hioody buiiness, and in me it shall be an act> not of cruelty, bat of 
t^tderness to obey him ; aoc of malice to Others* bat of tenderness for him. 

JOHNSON. 

32 VOL. VIII. 
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Chwn. He is a soldier ; and for me to say a soldier 
lies, is stabbing. 

Des. Go to ; where lodges he ? 

Clofvn. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you 
where I Lie. 

Dea. Can any thing be made of this ? 

down. I know not where he lodges ; and for me to 
devise a lodging, and say — he lies here, or he lies 
there, were to lie in my own throat. 

Dea.C&ii you enquire him out,and be edified by report ? 

down, I will catechize the world for him ; tbat is, 
make questions, and by them answer. 

Dea, Seek liim, bid him come hither : tell him, I have 
moved my lord in his behalf, and hope, all will be well. 

Clown, To do this, is within the compass of man's wit; 
and therefore I will attempt the doing it. [Exit, 

Dea, Where should I lose that handkerchief, Emilia^ 

^miL I know not, madam. 

Dea, Believe me, I had rather have lost my purse 
Full of cruzadoes. And, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enou|;U 
To put him to ill thinking. 

Emil, Is he not jealous f 

Dea, Who, he M think, the sun, where he was bora, 
Drew all such humours from him. 

EmiL Look, where he comes. 

Dea, I will not leave him now, till Cassio 
Be call'd to him. — How is't with you, my lord ^ 

Enter Othello. 
Oth, Well, my good lady \^[Jaide,1 O, hardness to 
dissemble ! — 
How do you, Desdemona } 
Dea. WeH, my good lord. 

Oth, Give me your hand : This hand is moist, my lady. 

Dea, It yet has felt no age, nor known no sorrow. 

Oth. This argues fruitfulness, and liberal heart ;•— 
Hot, hot, and moist : This hand of yours requires 
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer, 
Mucn castigation, exercise devout ; 
For here's a young and sweating devil here. 
That commonly rebels. 'Tis a good hand, 
A frank one. 

Dea, You may, indeed, say so ; 
for 'twas that hand that gave away my heart. 
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0th. A liberal hand : The hearts of old, gave hands; 
But our new heraldry is — hands, not hearts. 
Des, I cannot speak of this. Come, now your promise. 
0th. What promise, chuck ? 

Des. I have sent to bid Cassio cou^e speak with you. 
0th. I have a salt and sullen rheum offends me ; 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 
Dea. Here, my lord. 
0th. That which I gave you. 
Des. I have it not about me. 
0th. Not ? 

Dea. No, indeed, my lord; 

0th. That is a fault : 
That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give ; 
She was a. charmer, and could almost read 
The thoughts of people : she told her, while she kept 
*T would make her amiable, and subdue my father 
Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it, 
Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 
Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should hunt 
After new fancies : She, dying, gave it me ; 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 
To give it her. I did so : and take heed oft. 
Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 
To lose or give't away, were such perdition, 
As nothing else could match. 

Dea, Is it possible ^ 

Oth. 'Tis true : there's magic in the web of it : 
A sibyl, that had number'd in the world 
The sun to make two hundred compasses. 
In her prophetic fury scw'd the work : 
The worms were hallow 'd that did breed the silk ; 
And it was died in mummy, ^ which the skilful 
Conserved of maidens' hearts. 

Dea. Indeed ! is't true ? 

Oth. Most veritable ; therefore look tot well.. 

Dea. Then 'would to heaven, that I had never seen it. 

Oth. Ha ! wherefore ? 

Dea. Why do you speak so startingly and rash ^ 
Oth. Is't lost t is't gone f speak, is it out of the way f 
Dea. Heaven bless us ! 



[9] The balsamic Hqoor running from muinmiet was fitMrmerty celebrated 
for its anti'epileptic virtues. We are now wise enom^ to Imow, that tta^ 
Dualities ascribed to it are all imaginary ; suid yet this nucifid madl cfaw ig L 
noldB a place io the principal kbops wwre drags are sold. STEEVKIW 
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0th, Sajr you i 

Dea, It is not lost ; Bui what an if it were ? 
0th. Ha ! 

Dea. I say, it is not lost. 

0th. Fetch't, let me see it. 

Dea. Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now ; 
This is a trick, to put me from my suit ; 
I pray, let Cassio be receiv'd again. 

0th. Fetch me that handkerchief : my mind misgives. 

Dea, Come, come ; 
Tou*ll never meet a more sufficient man. 

0th. The handkerchief, 

Dea. I pray, talk me of Cassio. 

0th. The handkerchief, 

Dea. A man that, all his time, 
Hath founded his good fortune on your love ; 
Shar'd dangers with you ; 

0th. The handkerchief, 

Dea. In sooth, 
You are to blame. 

0th. Away ! ^Exit Othsllo^ 

EmiL Is not this man jealous } 

Dea. I ne'er saw this before. 
Sure, there's tome wonder in this handkerchief : 
I am most unhappy in the loss of it. 

Emit. 'Tis not a year or two shows us a man : 
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food ; 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are fall. 
They belch us. Look you ! Cassio, and my husband. 

Enter Iago and Cassio. 

lago. There is no other way ; 'tis she must do't ; 
And, lo, the happiness ! go, and importune her. 

Dea.liovi now, good Cassio ? what's the news with you? 

Caa. Madam, my former suit : I do beseech yon. 
That, by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love, 
Whom I, with all the duty of my heart, 
Entirely honour ; I would not be delay'd : 
If my offence be of such mortal kind. 
That neither service past, nor present sorrows, 
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity. 
Can ransome me into his love again ; 
But to know so must be my benefit ; 
So shall I clothe me ifi a forc'd content ; 
And shut myself up in some other course^ 
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To fortune's alms. 

Dea, Alas ! thrice-gentle Cassio, 
My advocation is not now in tune ; 
My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him, 
Were he in favour, as in humour, alter'd.' 
So help me, every spirit sanctified. 
As I have spoken for you all my best ; 
And stood within the blank of his displeasure, > 
For my free speech ! You must a while be patient : 
What I can do, I will ; and more I will, 
Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you. 

lago. Is my lord angry ? 

EmiU He went hence but now. 
And, certainly, in strange unquietness. 

lago. Can he be angry i 1 have seen the cannon^ 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air, ^ 
And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puff*d his own brother And can he be angry ? 
Something of moment, then z I will go meet him ; 
There's matter in*t indeed, if he be angry. [^ExU, 

Des, I pr*ythee, do so. — Something, sure, of state,— 
Either from Venice ; or some unhatch'd practice,* 
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him,—- 
Hath puddled his clear spirit : and, in such cases, 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Though great ones are their object. 'Tis even so ; 
For let our finger ache. 
And it endues our other healthful members 
Even to that sense of pain.* Nay, we must thyik. 
Men are not gods ; 
Nor of them look for such observances 
As fit the bridal.* — Beshrew me much, Eihilia, 
I was (unhandsome warrior as I am,)» 
Arraigning his unkindness with my soul ; 
But now I find, I had suboru'd the witness. 
And he's indited falsely. 

EmiL Pray heaven, it be state-matters, as you think ; 
And no conceptiop, nor no jealous toy 
Concerning you. 

. X>gg« Mas, the day ! I never gave him cause. 

[i] In j(fl'y<nir--in look, in coanteiuuice. JOHNSON. 
[2] Within the shot of hU anger. JOHNSON 
(3] Some treason that has nottrtken eHect. JOHNSON. 
[4] I believe it should be rather^ Subdues oor otber healthfbl membert t^m 
sense of pain. JOHNSON. . 
TrH* ""P"^*.^ ^ Saxon word, STEEV^J^ 

{fi} Unhandsome 'u;arrior--onfair assailant. lOHNlOm 
32* VOL. VIU. . * 
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EmiL But jealous souls will not be answer'd so ; 
They are not ever jealous for the cause. 
But jealous for they are jealous : Ms a monster, 
Begot upon itself, born on itself. 

Des, Heaven keep that monster from Othello's mind ! 

EmiL Lady, amen ! 

Dea. I will go seek him. — Cassio, walk hereabout : 
If I do find him fit, Pll move your suit, 
And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 

Caa, 1 humbly thank your ladyship. 

\^Exe, Desd. and £mil. 
Enter Bianca. 

Bian, Save you, friend Cassio ! 

Caa. What make you from home ? 
How is it with you, my most fair Bianca ? 
rfaith, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 

Bian, And I was going to your lodging, Cassio. 
What ! keep a week away ? seven days and nights i 
Eight score eight hours ? and lovers' absent hours. 
More tedious than the dial eight score times } 

weary reckoning ! 

Caa, Pardon me, Bianca ; 

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been press'd ; 
But I shall, in a more continuate time,^ 

Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 

[Giving her Debdemona'* handkerchiefs 
Take me this work out.* 

Bian, O, Cassio, whence came this ? 
This is some token from a newer friend. 
To the felt absence now I feel a cause : 
Is it come to this i Well, well. 

Caa, Woman, go to ! 
Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth» 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now* 
That this is from some mistress, some remembrance : 
Ko, in good troth, Bianca. 

Bian. Why, whose is it ? 

Cas, I know not, sweet : I found it in my chamber. 
I like the work well ; ere it be demanded, 
(As like enough, it will,) I'd have it copied : 
Take it, and do't ; and leave me for this time. 

Bian, Leave you ! wherefore i 

Caa. I do attend here on the general ; 

Ct] Time lest interrupttd, time which 1 can call more my own. JOHNS. 
^ [^3 Tbemeaniiw is not. Pick out the^a§rk «nd iftng Hu rrttma pMn s 
Pat Copy thhtuorTin another handkercM^f. JOHNSON. 
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And think it no addition, nor my wish, 
To have him see me woman'd. 

Bian. Why, I pray yon ? 

Ca«. Not that I iove you not. 

Bian» But that you do not love me. ' 
I pray you, bring me on the way a little ; 
And say, if I shall see you soon at night. 

Caa. 'Tis but a little way, that I can bring you» 
For I attend here : but 1*11 sec you soon. 

Bian, 'Tis very good ; I must be circumstanc'd. 

ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — The same. Enter Othello and Iago^ 

lago. Will you think so ? 

0th, Think so, lago i 

lago. What, 
To kiss in private ? 

0th, An unauthorizM kiss. 

lago. Or to be naked with her friend abed. 
An hour, or more, not meaning any harm ? 

0th, Naked abed, lago, and not mean harm ? 
It is hypocrisy against the devil :^ 
They that mean virtuously, and yet do so. 
The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt heaven. 

lago. So they do nothing, 'tis a venial slip : 
But if I give my wife a handkerchief, 

0th, What then ? 

lago. Why, then 'tis hers, my lord ; and, being hers, 
She may, I think, bestow't on any man. 

0th, She is protectress of her honour too ; 
May she give that i 

lago. Her honour is an essence that's not seen ; 
They have it very oft, that have it not : 
But, for the handkerchief,— 

0th, By heaven, I would most gladly have forgot it : — 
Thou saidst, — O, it comes o'er my memory, 
As doth the raven o'er the infected house. 
Boding to all, — he had my handkerchief. 

lagp. Ay, what of that ? 

Ot h. That's not so good, now. '_ 

[9] Hypocrisy against the devil, means hypocrisy to cheat the deirtV A« 
common hypocrites cheat men, by seeming good* and yet ttving: wickcdlT- 
these men woald cheat the devil, by giving him flattH^gtiaM«» MB *^fcfi 
avoiding the trine which be thiakt them rtadljr to f<1iwari JomfN^! 

■ 
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lago. What, if I had said, I had seen him do you wron^ ? 
Or heard him say,— As knaves be such abroad. 
Who having, by their own importunate suit. 
Or voluntary dotage of some mistress, 
Convinced or supplied them, cannot choose 
But they must blab 

0th. Hath he said any thing f 

lagQ. He hath, my lord ; but be you well assured. 
No more than he*ll unswear. 

0th, What hath he said f 

Jago. 'Faith, that he did,— I know not what he did. 

0th. What ? what ? 

lago. Lie 

Oth. With her ? 

lago. With her, on her ; what you wilL 

0th. Lie with her ! lie on her ! — We say. He on her, 
when they belie her : Lie with her ! that's fulsome. — 
Handkerchief, — confessions, — handkerchief. — To con- 
fess,and be hanged for his labour. — First,tobe hanged,and 
then to confess : — I tremble at it. Nature would not 
invest herself in such shadowing passion, without some 
instruction. It is not words, that shake me thus .-—Pish !-— 
Noses, ears, and lips : — Is it possible ?— Confess !-— 
Handkerchief !— O devil !— [Falls in a trance. 

lago. Work on. 
My medicine, work ! Thus credulous fools are caught- 
And many worthy and chaste dames, even thus. 
All guiltless meet reproach. — What, ho ! my lord ! 

Enter Cassig. 
My lord, I say ! Othello ! — How now, Cassio ? 

Caa. What is the matter f 

lago. My lord is fallen into an epilepsy ; 
This is his second fit ; he had one yesterday* 

Cas, Rub him about the temples. 

lago. No, forbear : 
The lethargy must have his quiet course ; 
If not, he foams at mouth ; and, by and by. 
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs : 
Do you withdraw yourself a little while. 
He will recover straight ; when he is gone, 
I would on great occasion speak with you. [Exit Cas^ • 
—How is it, general ^ have you not hurt your head ? 

0th, Dost thou mock me ? 

lago. I mock you ! no, by heaven : 
^ould, -you would bear your fortunes like a niAiu - 

0th » A horned man's a monster, and a bcMW 
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lago. There's many a beast then in a populous city. 
And many a civil monster. 
0th, Did he confess it i 
lago. Good sir, be a man ; 
Think, every bearded fellow, that's but yok'd, 
May draw with you : there's millions now alive. 
That nightly lie in those unproper beds,' 
Which they dare swear peculiar ; your case is bettej:. 
O, 'tis the spite of hell, the fiend's arch-mock. 
To lip a wanton in a secure couch. 
And to suppose her chaste ! No, let me know ; 
And, knowing what I am, I know what she shall be. 
0th, O, thou art wise ; 'tis certain. 
lago. Stand you awhile apart ; 
Confine yourself but in a patient list.^ 
Whilst you were here, ere while mad with your grief, 
(A passion most unsuiting such a man,) 
Cassio came hither : I shifted him away. 
And laid good 'sense upon your ecstasy ; 
Bade him anon return, and here speak with me ; 
The which he promis'd. Do but encave yourself, ^ 
And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable scorns. 
That dwell in every region of his face y 
For I will make him tell the tale anew,— 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope y our wife ; 
I say, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience ; 
Or I shall say, you are all in all in spleen. 
And nothing of a roan. 

0th. Dost thou hear, lago i 
I will be found most cunning in my patience ; 
But (dost thou hear >) most bloody. 

lago. That's not amiss ; 
But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ? 

[Othello withdraw. 
Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 
A housewife, that, by selling her desires, 
Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a creature, 
That dotes on Cassio,^as 'tis the strumpet's plague. 
To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one ; — 
He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the excess of laughter : — Here he comes ^ 

I] Unpropffr for common. WARBURTON. 

3] Li it, or lisli, if barrier Sihotmds. Keep yoar temper, tayt Im, witlifai 
the bouKds tfpatimci. COLLINS, 
C3] Hide yonmlf io a private plate. JOHNSON. 
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Re-enter Cassio. 
As be shall sxnile, Othello shall go mad ; 
And his unbookish jealousy 4 must construe 
Poor Cassio's smiles, gestures, and Irght behaviouv. 
Quite in the wrong. — How do you now, lieutenant ? 

Caa, The worser, that you give me the addition^ 
Whose want even kills me. 

lago. Ply Desdemona well* and you are sure of*t. 
Now, if this suit lay in Bianca's power, [Sfieaking lowev* 
How quickly should you speed ? 

Cas. Alas, poor caitiff ! 

Oth» Look, how he laughs already ! [^Aaide* 

lago, I never knew a woman love man so. 

Caa, \las, poor rogue ! I think, i'faith, she loves me, 

0th. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out. l^aide. 

Jago, Do you hear, Cassio ^ 

0th, Now he importunes him 
To tell it o'er : Go to ; well said, well said. [Aside* 

lago. She gives it out, that you shall marry her : 
Do you intend it i 

Caa. Ha, ha, ha ! 

OrA.Do you triumph.Roman ? do you triumph ? * [An, 
Caa, I marry her !— what ? a customer I pr'ythee, 
bear some charity to my wit ; do not think it so un- 
wholesome. Ha, ha, ha ! 

0th. So, so, so, so : They laugh that win. [Aside, 
lago, 'Faith, the cry goes, that you shall marry her. 
Caa. Pr'ythee, say true. 
lago, I am a very villain else. 
0th, Have you scored me ?^ Well, [Aaide, 
Caa. This is the monkey's own giving out : she is 
persuaded I will marry her, out of her own love and 
flattery, not out of my promise. 

0th, lago beckons me ; now he begins the story, [Aaide, 
Caa, She was here even now ; she haunts me in ev- 
ery place. I was, the other day, talking on the sea-bank 
with certain Venetians ; and thither comes this bau- 
ble ; by this hand, she falls thus about my neck ; 

0th, Crying, O dear Cassio ! as it were : bis gesture 
imports it. lAsidc. 

[41 Unbookish, for ignorant. WARBURTON. 

CiJ Othello call him Rotnan ironically. Triumph, which WM a BoHHn 
ceremony, brought Roman into his thoughts. fFhat, says he, yw are arv 
trtnmphmg as great as a Roman. JOHNSON. 

roi A common woman, one^t invites custom. . STEEVENS. 
• ^7J Have 3rou made my reckoning ? have yoa settled thf ttm of ■» fft 
See.IUwtmtionj. JOHNSON. • ' 
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Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me ; so 
liales, and pulls me : ha, ha, ha ! — 

0th, Now he tells, how she plucked him to my cham- 
ber. O, 1 see that nose of yours, but not that dc^ I 
shall throw it to.— {jlaide^ 

Cos, Well, I must leave her company. 

lago. Before me ! look, where she comes. 

Enter Bianca. 

Caa, *Tis such another fitchew marry, a perfumed 
one. — What do you mean by this haunting of me ? 

Bian, Let the devil and his dam haunt you ! What 
did you mean by that same handkerchief, you gave me 
even now ^ I was a fine fool to take it. I must take 
out the whole work ? — A likely piece of work, that you 
should find it in your chamber, and not know who left 
it there ! This is some minx's token, and I must take 
out the work ? There,— give it your hobby-horse : 
wheresoever you had it, I'll take out no work on*t. 

Caa, How now,my sweet Bianca ? how now ? how now ? 

0/^.By heaven.that should be my handkerchief J [Aai, 

Bian. \n you'll come to supper to-night, you may : an 
you will not, come when you are next prepared for. 

lago. After her, after her. 

jCa*. 'Faith 1 must, she'll rail in the street else. 

lago. Will you sup there ? 

Caa, 'Faith, I intend ^o. 

lago. Well, I may chance to see you ; for I would 
very fain speak with you. 
Caa. Pr'ythee, come ; Will you ? 
lago. Go to ; say no more. \_Exit Cassio. 

Oth, How shall I murder him, lago ? 
lago. Did you perceive how he laughed at his vice ? 
Oth, 0,Iago ! 

lago. And did you see the handkerchief ? 
Oth, Was that mine ? 

lago. Yours, by this hand : and to see how he prizes 
the foolish woman, your wife ! she gave it him, and 
he hath given it his whore. 

Oth, I would have him nine years a killing :— 
A fine woman ! a fair woman ! a sweet woma^ ! 

lago. Nay, you must forget that. 

Oth, Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be damned to- 
night ; for she shall not live ; No, my heart is turned te 

[8] Fitchew, a pole-cat. So in King Lear : 

" The fitcheiup nw the sdUed horse, 'V&c 
A pole-cat wuandently one of t|ie cant terms for ascroiniiet. STEEVENS* 
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«tone ; I strike it, and it hurts my hand. 6, the world 
hath not a sweeter creature : she might lie by an em- 
peror's side, and command him tasks, 

lago. Nay, that's not your way. 

0th Hang her ! I do but say what she is so deli- 
cate with her needle \n admirable musician ! O, 
she will sing the savageness out of a bear !— Of so high 
and plenteous wit and in\ention 

lago. She's the worse for all this. 

0th. O, a thousand, a thousand times And then, 
of so gentle a condition ! 

lago, A.y, too gentle. 

0th, Nay, that's certain : But yet the pity of it, lago !— 
O, lago, the pity of it, lago J 

lag. If you are so fond over her iniquity, give her patent 
to offend ; for, if it touch not you, it comes near nobody. 

0th, I will chop her into messes :— Cuckold me ! 

lago, O, 'tis foul in her. 

0th, With mine officer ! 

lago. That's fouler. 

0th, Get me some poison, lago ; this night : — I'll not 
expostulate with her, lest her body and beauty unprovide 
my mind again : — this night, laga 

lago. Do it not with poison, strangle her in her bed, 
even the bed she hath contaminated. 

0th, Good, good : the justice of it pleases ; very good. 

lago. And, for Cassio, — let me be his undertaker: 
You shall hear more by midnight. \A trumfiet within, 

0th, Excellent good. — What trumpet is that same ? 

lago. Something from Venice, sure. 'Tis Lodovico, 
Come from the duke : and, see, your wife is with him. 

Enter Lodoyico, Ty^.^DKyio'Sk^ and Attendants, 

Lod. 'Save you, worthy general ! 

0th, With all my heart, sir. 

Lod, The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

[Givea him a fiacket, 

0th, I kiss the instrument of their pleasures. > 

[^Oficna the fiacket^ and readt, 

Des. And what's the news, good cousin Lodovico ? 

lago. I am very glad to see you, signior ; 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Ijod, I thank you : How does lieutenant Cassio 

lago. Lives, sir. 

Des. Cousin, there's fallen between him and my lord 
An unkind breach : but you shall make all welU 
0th. Are you sure of that ? 
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Des, My lord i 

0th. This fail you not to do, as you wzV/— [Reads. 

Lod, He did not call ; he's busy in the paper. 
Is there division 'twixt thy lord and Cassio ? 

Dea. A most unhappy one ; I would do much 
To atone them,^ for the love I bear to Cassio. 

0th, Fire and brimstone ! 

Dea, My lord ? 

Oth, Are you wise ? 

Des, What, is he angry ? 

Lod, 'May be, the letter mov'd him ; 
For, as I think, they do command him home, 
Deputing Cassio in his government. 

I>e8, By my troth, 1 am glad on't, 

0th, Indeed ? 

Dea, My lord ? 

0th, I am glad to see you mad. 
Dea. How, sweet Othello ? 

0th, Devil • IStriking her. 

Dea, I have not deserv'd this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be belicT'd in Venice, 
Though 1 should swear I saw it : 'Tis very much ; 
Make her amends, she weeps. 

0th. O devil, devil ! 
If that the earth could teem with woman's tears. 
Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile 
Out of my sight ! 

Dea. I will not stay to offend you. [Going. 

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady : — 
I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 

0th, Mistress,— 

Dea, My lord ? 

0th. What would you with her, sir ? 
Lod, Who, I, my lord ? 

Oth. Ay ; you did wish, that I would mak« her turn : 
Sir, she can turn, and turo, and yet go on. 
And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, weeip ; 
And she's obedient, as you say, ^obedient,— 
Very obedient ; — Proceed you in your tears.— 
Concerning this, sir,— O well-pain ted. passion !— 
I am commanded'home ; — Get you away ; 

C9] Atone them— mike them one ; reconcile them. Tlie expression is 
formed by the coalesceoce of the tvord at one, the Verb to s€t, or some equiv- 
alent being omitted Thus in the Jcti : " —he showed himself to tnem 
as they strove, and woold have set them at one again." And in Thi SmAIw 
of the Romish Church : " —through which God V at tm irtf h iln WmI 
hadi forgiven as our sins." H£KL£Y. 
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Ill send for yoa anon.— Sir, I obey the mandate. 

And will return to Venice ;~Hence,avaunt ![JS:r.DEfiD. 

Cassio shaU have my place; ' And,— sir, to-night, ' 

I do entreat that we may sup together. 

You are welcome.sir.toCyprus.— Goats and monkies![£x. 

Lod. Is this the. noble Moor whom our full senate 
Call — all-in-all sufficient ?— this the noble nature 
Whom passion could not shake ? whose solid virtue 
The shot of accident, nor dart of chance, 
Could neither graze, nor pierce i 

Jago. He is much chaog'd. 

JLod. Are his wits safe i is he not light of brain f 

Iqgo. He is that he is ; I may not breathe my censure. 
What he might bc^wf, what he might, he is not^ — 
J wonldto heaven, he were. 

Z,od. What, strike his wife ! 

lago. 'Faith, that was notso well ; Yet 'would I knew, 
That stroke would prove the worst. 

£,od. Is k'his use f 
Or did the letters work upon his blood. 
And new-create this fault ? 

Jago, Alas, alas ! 
It is not honesty in me, to speak 

What I have seen and known. You shall observe him ; 
And his own courses will denote him so. 
That I may save my speech : Do but go after. 
And mark how he continues. 
JLod,l am sorry, that I am deceiv'd in him. [JSxeun^. 

SCENE II. 

^ Room in the Castle, Enter Othello and Emilia. 
0th. You have seen nothing then ? 
JEmiL Nor ever heard ; nor ever did suspect. 
0th, Ycf^, you have seen Cassio and she together. 
EmiL But then I saw no harm ; and then I heard 
jEach syllable, that breath made up between them. 
0th. What, did they never whisper ? 
£?nil. Never, my lord. 
0th. Nor send you outo'the way ? 
EmiL Never. 

Or/^. To fetch herfan.her gloves,hermask,nor nothing? 



[i] Perh:»ps this is acWressed to Desdemonaj who had just expressed her 
joy on<hearitiK Cassio was deputed in the room of her husband. Her inno- 
i.ent satisfiicfrion in the hope of returning to her native place, is construed 
hy X)thello, into the pleasure she received from the advancemeut qf bts 

..•r;a]. STEILVENS 
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JEmiL Never, my lord, 
Oih. That's strange. 

Emil, I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest. 
Lay down my soul at stake : if you think other, 
Remove your thought ; it doth abuse your bosom. 
If any wretch hath put this in your head, 
Let heaven requite it with the serpent's curse ! 
For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true. 
There's no man happy ; the purest of their wives 
Is foul as slander. 

0th. Bid her come hither :— go» [Exit Emil. 

She says enough yet she's a simple bawd. 
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore, 
A closet-lock-and-key of villainous secrets ; 
And yet she'll kneel, and pray ; I have seen her do't. 

Re-enter Emilia, with Desdemona, 

JDes. My lord, what is your will > 

0th, Pray, chuck, come hither. 

Des. What is your pleasure ? 

0th. Let me see your eyes ; 
Look in my face. 

Des. What horrible fancy's this ^ 

0th. [To Emil.] Some of your function, mistress-^ 
Leave procreants alone, and shut the door ; 
Cough, or cry — hem, if any body come : 
Your mystery, your mystery;— nay, despatch. [jEj^-Emil. 

Dea. Upon my knees, what doth your speech import ^ 
I understand a fury in your words, 
But not the words. 

0th. Why, what art thou ? 

Des. Your wife, my lord ; your true 
And loyal wife. 

0th, Come, swear it, damn thyself ; 
Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee : therefore be double-da mn'd. 
Swear — thou art honest. 

Des. Heaven doth truly know it. 

0th. Heaven truly knows, that thou art false as hell. 

Des. To whom, my lord? with whom ? How am I false ? 

0th. O Desdemona !— away ! away ! away ! 

Des. Alas, the heavy day ! — why do you weep ? 
Am I the occasion of these tears, my lord ? 
If, haply, you my father do suspect, 
An instrument of this your calling back. 
Lay not your blame on me ; if you have lost him. 
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Why, I have lost him too. 

0th, Had it pleas'd heaven 
To try me with affliction ; had he rainM 
All kinds of sores, and shames, on my bare head ; 
Steep'd me rn poverty to the very lips ; 
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes ; 
I should have found in some part of my soul 
A drop of patience : but (alas !) to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of scorn 
To point his slow unmoving finger at,— 

! O! 

Yet could I bear that too ; well, very well : 

But there, where I have garner'd up my heart 

Where either I must live, or bear no life ; 

The fountain from the which my current runs, 

Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence ! 

Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads 

To knot and gender in !— turn thy complexion there ! 

Patience, thou young and rose-lipp'd cherubin ; 

Ay, there, look grim as hell 

JDea, I hope, my noble lord esteems me honest. 

0th. O, ay ; as summer fiies are in the shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed, 
Who art so lovely fair, and smell'st so sweet. 
That the sense aches at thee.— 'Would, thou hadst ne'er 
been born ! 

Dea, Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed ? 

0th. Was this (kit paper, this most goodly book. 
Made to write whore upon ? What committed ! 
Committed !— O thou public commoner ! 

1 should make very forges of my cheeks, 
That would to cinders burn up modesty, 

Did I but speak thy deeds. — What committed! 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks ; 
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets. 
Is hush'd within the hollow mine of earth, 
And will not hear it : What committed 1 — 
Impudent strumpet 

Jbea, By heaven, you do me wrong. 

0th. Are not you a strumpet ? 

Dea. No, as I am a christian : 
If to preserve this vessel for my lord» 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 

T2} That is, treamred dp ; the gamsr and the fountain are improperly con- 
jouiedi JOHNSON 

[3j Jit such an object do thou, Patienct, thyself change colour ; at this do 
moBi even thoa, rosy cherub, as thoa arti lo§k as srim as helt. .f OHNSQ 
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Be— not to be a strumpet, I am none. 

0th. What, not a whore ? 

J^ea. No, as I shall be saved. 

0th. Is it possible ? 

Des, O, heaven forgive us ! 

0th. I cry you mercy, then ; 
rtook you for that cunning whore of Venice, 
That married with Othelio.^You, mistress, 

Re-enter Emilia. 
That have the office opposite to Saint Peter, 
And keep the gate of hell ; You ! you ! ay, you ! 
We have done our course ; there's money for your pains ; 
I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel. [Exit. 

Mmil. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive ?— 
How do you, madam ^ how do you, my good lady I 

De%. 'Faith, half asleep. 

Emil. Good madam, what's the matter with my lord^ 
Bea. With who \ 

Emil. Why, with my lord, madam ^ 

DcB. Who is thy lord ? 

EmiL He that is yours, sweet lady. 

DeB. I have none : Do not talk to me, Emilia ; 
I cannot weep ; nor answer I have none. 
But what should go by water. Pr'ytbee, to-night 
Lay on my bed my wedding-sheets,. — remember 
And call thy husband hither. 

Emil. Here is a change, indeed ! \^Exit, 

Des. 'Tis meet I should be us'd so, very meet. 
How have I been behav'd, that he might stick 
The small'st opinion on my great'st abuse i 
Re-enter Emilia, with Iago. 

lago. What is your pleasure, madam ? How is it 
with you ? 

Des. I cannot tell. Those, thatdo teach young babes,. 
Do it with gentle means, and easy tasks : 
He might have chid me so ; for, in good faith, 
I am a child to chiding. 

Jago. What's the matter, lady ? 

Emil. Alas, lago, my lord hath so bewhor'd her. 
Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her,. 
As true hearts cannot bear. 

Des. Am I that name, lago f 

lago. What name, fair lady ? 

Dea. Such as, she says, my lord did say I was. 

Emil. He caird her, whore ; a beggar, in his drink> 

as* roL. VIII. 
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Could not have laid such terms upon his callet.^ 
la^o. Why did he so ? 

Des. I do not know ; I am sure, I am none such. 

lago. Do not weep, do not weep : Alas the day ! 

Emil. Has she forsook so maoy noble matches. 
Her father, and her coimtry, and her friends. 
To be caird— whore ? Would it not make one weep ^ 

Dea. It is my wretched fortune. 

lago. Beshrew him for it ! 
How comes this trick upon him f 

Dea. Nay, heaven doth know. 

EmU, I will be hang*dv if some eternal villaiov 
Some busy and insinuating rogue. 
Some cogging cozening slave, to get some office. 
Have not devis'd this slander ; I'll be hang'd else. 

lago. Fye, there is no such man ; it is impossible. 

Dea. If any such there be, heaven pardon him ! 

EmiL A halter pardon him ! and hell gnaw his bones \ 
Why should he call her, whore ? who keeps her company f 
What place ? what time ? what form ? what likelihood .^ 
The Moor's abus'd by some most villainous knave. 
Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow 
O, heaven, that such companions thouMst unfold ; 
And put in every honest hand a whip. 
To lash the rascal naked through the world, 
Even from the east to the west ! 

lago. Speak within door.* 

EmiL d, fye upon him ! Some such squire he wasy 
That turn'd your wit the seamy side without,^ 
And made you to suspect me with the Moor. 

lago. You are a fool ; go to. 

Dea. O, good lago. 
What shall 1 do to win my lord again ? 
Good friend, go to him ; for, by this light of heaveny 
I know not how I lost him. Here I kneel 
If e'er my will did trespass 'gainst his love. 
Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed ; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense^ 
Delighted them in any other iorra ; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did. 
And ever will,— though he do shake me off 
To beggarly divorcement,— love him dearly. 
Comfort forswear me ! Unkindness may do much ; 

L42 is a lewd woman : so called, says Dr Gray, from the JJ^nfh* 

ca/t//e, which was a sort of bead-drtM woTw\i7i tovttvxx-i J^Xf^i.' 
[^3 Do not clamour so as tobcYkeaTd\«'s«cAv>ait\»>»^* Y»«»Rf«*. 
[61 That i9, insidt out, lOm^O^ 
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And his unkindness may defeat my life, 
But never taint my love. I cannot say, whore ; 
It does abhor me, new I speak the word ; 
To do the act that might the addition earn, 
Kot the world's mass of vanity could make me. 

la^o. I pray you, be content ; 'tis but his humoor ; 
The business of the state does him offence^ 
And he does chide with you. 

De». If 'twere no other, — 

lago. It is but so, I warrant yo». [TrumfieU 
Hark, how these instruments summon to supper ! 
And the great messengers of Venice stay : 
Go in, and weep not ; all things shall be well. 

\^Exe. Desd. and Emilia. 
Enter Roderigo. 
How now, Roderigo i 

Rod. I do not find, that thou deal'st justly with me. 
lago. What is the contrary f 

Rod. Every day thou dofTst me with some device,, 
lago ; and rather (as it seems to me now,) keep'st from 
me all conveniency, than suppliest me with the least ad* 
vantage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer endure it. 
Nor am I yet persuaded, to put up in peace what al- 
ready I have foolishly suffered. 

logo. Will you hear me, Roderigo ? 

Rod- 'Faith, I have heard too much ; for your words, 
and performances, are no kin together. 

lago. Yoii charge me most unjustly. 

Rod, With nought but truth. I have wasted myself 
out of my means. The jewels you have had from me, 
to deliver to Desdemona, would half have corrupted a 
votarist : You have told me — she has received them, 
and returned me expectations and comforts of sudden^ 
respect and acquittance ; but I find none. 

lago. Well ; go to ; very well. 

Rod, Very well ! go to ! I cannot go to, man ; nor 'trs - 
not very well : By this hand, 1 saj^, it is- very scurvy ; 
and begin to find myself fobbed in it. 

lago. Very well. 

Rod, I tell you, 'tis not very well. I will make myself 
known to Desdemona : If she will return me my jewels, I 
will give over my suit,and repent my unlawful solicitation; 
if not, assure yourself, I will seek satisfaction of you. 

lago. You have said now. 

Rod, Ay, and I have said nolUiiv^, b>3i\. V Yt^'w^^ 
iniendmeot of doin^. 
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lago. Why, now I see there*s mettle in thee ; and 
even, from this instant, do build on thee a better opinion 
than ever before. Give me thy hand, Roderigo : Thou 
hast taken against me a most just exception ; but, yet, I 
protest, I have dealt most directly in thy affair. 

Bod. It hath not appeared. 

lag^o. I ^nt, indeed, it hath not appeared ; and 
your suspicion is not without wit and judgment. But, 
Roderigo, if thou hast that within thee indeed, which I 
have greater reason to believe now than ever,— I mean, 
purpose, courage, and valour,— this night show it : if 
thou the next ni|;ht following enjoy est not Desdemona, 
take me from this world with treachery^ and devise en- 
gines for my life. 

/?ocf.Well,what is it ? is it within reason, and compass? 

lago. Sir, there is especial commission come from 
Venice, to depute Cassio in Othello's place. 

jRod, Is that true ? why, then Othello and Desdemo- 
na return again to Venice. 

lago, O, no ; he goes into Mauritania, and takes 
away with him the fair Desdemona, unless his abode be 
lingered here by some accident ; wherein none can be 
so determinate, as the removing of Cassio. 

Rod, How do you mean— removing of him ? 

lago. Why, by making him uncapable of Othellol^ 
place ; knocking out his brains. 
' Rod, And that you would have me do ? 

lago. Ay ; if you dare do yourself a profit, and a 
right. He sups to-night with a harlot, and thither will 
I go to him ; — he knows not yet of his honourable for- 
tune : if ynu will watch his going thence, (which I will' 
fashion to fall out between twelve and one,) you may take 
Mm at your pleasure ; I will be near to second your at- 
tempt, and he shall fall between us. Come, stand not 
amazed at it, but go along with me ; I will show yov 
such a necessity in his death, thai you shall think your- 
self bound to put it on him. It is now high supper- 
time, and the night grows to waste : about it. 

Rod. 1 will hear further reason for this. 

lago. And you shall, be satisfied. lExeunt, 

SCENE in. 

Another Room in the Castle. JEnter Othello, LoBOVxcSd^ 
Desdemona, Emilia, and JttendanU. 

JLod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no farther. 
Oih, O, pardon me ; 'twill do me good to walk. 
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Xoif.Madam.good night; I humbly thank your ladyship. 
Dea. Your honour is most welcome. 
0th, Will you walk, sir ? — O,— Desdemona,— 
Dea. My lord i 

0th, Get you to bed on the instant ; I will be returned 
forthwith : dismiss your attendant there ; look,it be done. 
Dea. I will, my lord. Oth. Lob. and Attend, 

JSmil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he did» 
Dea. He says, he will return incontinent ; 
He hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bade me to dismiss you. 
JEmiL Dismiss me ! 

Dea* It was his bidding; therefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu : 
We must not now displease him. 

JSmil, I would, you had never seen him ! 

Dea, So would not I ; my love doth so approve him. 
That even his stubbornness, his checks, and frowns,^ 
Pr'ythee, unpin me,— have grace and favour in them. 

£mil, I have laid those sheets you bade me on the bed. 

Dea.WVs one.— Good father ! how foolish are our minds! 
— If I do die before thee, pr'ythee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 

JEmiL Come, come, you talk. 

Dea. My mother had a maid call'd — Barbara ; 
She was in love ; and he, she lov'd, proved mad. 
And did forsake her : she had a song of— willow, 
An old thing 'twas, but it expressed her fortune, 
And she died singing it : That song, to-night. 
Will not go from my mind ; 1 have much to do, 
But to go hang my head all at one side,? 
And sing like poor Barbara. Pr'ythee, despatch. 

£miL Shall I go fetch your night-gown ? 

Dea, No, unpin me here. — 
This Lodovico is a proper man. 

MndL A very handsome man. 

Dea. And he speaks well. 

Emit. I know a lady in Venice, who would have 
walked barefoot to Palestine, for a touch of his nether lip. 

[73 / have much ado to do any thing but hang my head. W« might read. 

Not to go hang my head- ^This is perhaps the only insertion made in the 

latter editions which has improved the pUy. The rest seem to have been 
added for the sake of amplification, or of ornament. Whrn the imM^^ination 
had subsided, and the mind was no longer agitated by the horror of^ the acr 
tion, it became at leisure to look round for specious additions. This addttioa 
is natural, Desdemona can at first hardly forbear to sing the song ; she en- 
deavours to change her train of thoughts^ but her isnagimtioii at last fft^ 
vails, and she sings it. JOHNSON. 
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Des. TVie poor soul *at tighing Ay a tycamore tree. 

Sing all a green willam> / [Singling. 
Ser hand on her hotom, her head on her knee^ 

Sing willotop voillon, willow : 
The fresh nreams ran by her, and murmured her moans f 

Sing willow f iSfc, 
Ker salt tears fell from her, and soften*d the stones ; 
Lay by these : 

Sing willow, willow, willow ; 
Pr'ythee, hie thee ; he'll come anon.— 

Sing all a green willow mmt be my .garland. 
II. 

Let nobody blame him, his scorn lapfiro^,^ 
Nay, that's not next. — Hark ! who is it that knocks ^ 
£mil. It is the wind. 

Des. I called my love false lome s but what said he then 9 
Sing willow, life, 
I If I court mo wom^en, you^ll couch with mo men. 

So, get thee gone ; good night. Mine eyes do itch ; 
Doth that bode weeping ? 

Emil, 'Tis neither here nor there. 

jDe«.lhave heard it said so. — 0,the8e men,these men!— 
Dost thou in conscience think, — tell me, Emilia, — 
That there be women do abuse their husbands 
In such gross kind ? 

Emil, There be some such, no question. 

Des, Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the worlds 

Emil, Why, would not you i 

Des, No, by this heavenly light ! 

Emil, Nor I neither by this heavenly light ; 
I might do't as well i'the dark. 

Des, Would'st thou do such a deed for all the world? 

E7nil. The world is a huge thing : 'Tis a great price 
For a small vice. 

Des, Good troth, I think thou would'st not. 

Emil. By my troth, I think I should ; and undo't, 
when I had done. Marry, I would not do such a thing 
for a joint- ring ; nor for measures of lawn, nor for 
gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty exhibition : 
but, for the whole world,— Why, who would not make 
her husband a cuckold, to make him a monarch ? t 
should venture purgatory for't. 

Bes. BesVvreYf mt, \i v \< ^'ti ^ vrong for tl» 
whole world. 
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JSmil. Why, the wrpng is but a wrong Vthe world ^ 
and, having the world for your labour, 'tis a wrong in 
your own world, and you might quickly make it right. 

J)e9, I do not think there is any such woman. 

JSmiL Yes, a dozen ; and as manv 
To the vantage, as would store the world they play 'd for. 
But, I do think, it is their husbands' faults. 
If wives do fall : Say, that they slack their duties, 
And pour our treasures into foreign laps ; 
Or el«e break out in peevish jealousies. 
Throwing restraint upoo us.; -or, say,. they strike us, 
Or scant our former having in despite ; 
Why, we have galls ; and, though we have some grace. 
Yet we have some revenge. Let husbands know. 
Their wives have sense like them ; they see, and smell. 
And have their palates both for sweet and sour. 
As husbands have. What is it that they do. 
When they change us for others ? Is it sport ? 
I think.it is; And doth afiection brted it ? 
I think. It doth ; Is't frailty, that tMs errs ? 
It is so too : And have not we affections ? 
Desires for sport ? and frailty, as men have ? 
Then,. let them use us well : else, let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills instruct us to. 

i^e«.Goodnight,good night. Heaven me such usage send, 
Kot to pick bad from bad ; but, by bad« mend ! [Exe, 



ACT V. 

SCENE h-^A Street. Enter Iago and Roserigo. 

lag'o.Here,stand behind this bulk; straight will become. 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home ; 
Quick, quick ; fear nothing ; I'll be at thy elbow. 
It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that. 
And fix most firm thy resolution. 

Rod. Be near at hand ; I may miscarry in't. 

Iago. Here, at thy hand ; be bold, and take thy«word. 

[^Retires to a little distance. 

Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed ; 
And yet he has given me satisfying reasons :— 
'Tis but a man gone Forth, my sword ; he dies. 

[Goes to his stand. 

Iago. I have rubb'd this young quat^ almost to the ^e^^^^ 

J[8J A ^tat, in the midland coantle^> i« at pimple* nAjTvc^ >arq vqJ^^wO* 
jaatUr to smart, or is mbhd to sense- Rodtrlgo *u ca)\.c4 gua tVj w 
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And he ^ws angry. Now, whether he kill Cassiot 

Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other, 

Svery way makes my gain. Live Roderigo, 

He calls me to a restitution large 

Of gold, and jewels, that I bobb'd from him, 

As gifts to Desdemona ; 

It must not be : if Cassio do remain, 

He hath a daily beauty in his life. 

That makes me ugly ; and, besides, the Moor 

May unfold me to him ; there stand I In much peril : 

No, he must die : — But so, I hear him coming. 

Enter Cassio. 
B.od. I know his gait. Vis he ;»Vniain, thou diest. 
\Ru%heBfTQm Ms fiost, and makes aflaas at Cassio. 
Caa. That thrust had been mine enemy indeed. 
But that my coat is better than thou think'st ; 
I will make proof of thine. [Drawa and wounda Rob. 
jRod. O, I am slain ! [Iago ruaheaf^om hia/ioat^ euti 
<Cassio behind in the leg, and exit, 
Ca«.Iaromaim'amever:— Help,ho! murder! murder! 

Enter Othello, at a diatance. 

X)th, The voice of Cassio :^Iago keeps his word. 

JRod. O, villain that I am ! 

0th, Hark ; 'tis even so. 

Ca«. O, help ! ho ! light ! a surgeon ! 

0th. 'Tis he ; — O brave lago, honest, and just. 
That hast such noble sense of thy friend's wrong ! 
Thou teachest me, — Minion, your dear lies dead. 
And your fate hies space Strumpet, I come : 
Forth of my heart those charms, thme eyes, are blotted ; 
Thv bed, lust-stain'd, shall with lust's blood be spotted. 

[Exit, 

Enter Lodovico and Gbatiako, at a distance. 
Cas. What,ho ! no watch ? no passage?* murder! murdef! 
Gra, 'Tis some mischance ; the cry is very direful. 
Cas. O, help ! 
Lod, Hark ! 

JRod, O wretched villain ! 

Lod, Two or three groans ; — it is a heavy night r* 
These may be counterfeits ; let's think't unsafe 
To come in to the cry, without more help. 

JRod, No body come ? then shall I bleed to death. 

mode of speech, as a low fellow is now termed in low lanruace* a uab, JV 

rub to the sense, is to rub to the quick. JOHNSON. 
C93 No passengers ? Nobody going by ? JcmNSON. 
[tj A rhicis: cloudy night. u\ N<itvlc\i an ambush may be laid. JOHNSON. 
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Mnter Iago, wrtA a liglii, 

Lod. Hark ! 

Gra, Here's one comes in his shirt, with light aiid 
nveapons. 

Iago. Who's there f whose noise is this, that cries 
' oB murder ? 

Lod. We do not know. 

Iago, Did you notltear a cry ^ 

Cas. Here, here ; for heaven's sake, help nae. 

Iago. What's the matter ^ 

Gra. This IS Othello's ancient, as i take it. 

£,od. The same, indeed ; a very valiant fellow. 

Iago. What are you here that cry so grievously i 

Caa. .Iago ? Q, i am spoil 'd, undone by villains ! 
Oive me some help. 

Iago. O met, lieutenant ! what villains have done this ? 

Caa. I think that one of them is hereabout, ' 
And cannot make away. 

Iago, O treacherous viUains 
What are you there f ^ome in, and give some help. 

£7*0 Lod. and Gra. 

Rod. O, help me here ! 
Caa. That's one of them. 

lago.O murderous slave ! O vHlain 1 [I ag o ataba Rod. 
Rod. O damned Iago ! O inhuman dog !— 
O ! O ! O ! J. 

. Iago. Kill nven i'the dark Where be these blobdy 
thieves ?— 

How silent is this town !— He ! murder ! murder ! 
What may you be f are you of good, 6r evil f 

Itod, As you shall prove us, praise us. 

lago^ Signior Lodovico ? 

Lod. He, sir. 

la^. I cry you mercy ; here's Cassio huf t 
By villains. . . 

Gra Cassio? 

Iago. How is it, brother ? 

Ca«. My leg is cut in two. 

Iago. Marry, heaven forbid !•— 
I'ight, gentlemen ; I'll bind it witlvmy ^irt. 

Enter Bianga. 

Bian. What is the matter, ho ? who is't that cry'd ? 

Iago. Who is't that cry'd ? 

Bian. O my dear Cassio ! my swe^t Cassio ! 
O Cassio ! Cassio ! Cassio h 
34 VOL. v III'. 
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lago. O notable strampet !-^Ca«sio, may you suspect 
Who they should be, that have thus mangled you t 
Cos. Na 

Gra. I am sorry, to find you thus : I have been to 
seek you. 

lago. Lend me a garter : So. — O, for a chair, 
To bear him easily hence ! 

JBian, Alas, he faints O Cassio ! Catsio ! <la8sio ! 

Jago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash 
To be a party in this injury.— 
Patience a while, good Ca<sio.-*Come, come ; 
Lend me a. light.-^Know we this face; or no ^ 
Alas ! tey friend, and my dear countryman, 
Roderigo ? -to Yes, sure ; O heaven l Hoderige. 

Gra. What, of Venice ? 

logo. Bven he, sir ; did you know him f 

Gra, Know him ^ ay. 

lago, Signior Gratiano ? I cry you gentle pardon 5 
These bloody accidents must excuse my manners, 
That so neglected you. 

Gra. I am glad to see you. 

lago. How do you, Cassio ? — O, a chair, a chair ! 
•Gra, Roderigo ! 

lago. He, he, 'tis he :-*-0, that's well said the 
chair. l^i tfhair brought in. 

Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 
IHl fetch the general's surgeon.«-Foryou,mistFess,[7bBiA. 
Save you your labour — He that lies slain here, Cassio, 
Was my clear friend : What malice was between you I 

Cas. None in the world ; nor do I know the man. 

lago. [To BiAN.] What, look you pale t — O, bear 
him out o'the air. — [Cassio and Rod, borne off. 
Stay you, good gentlemen Look you pale, mistress t ^ 
Do you perceive, the gastness of her eye 
Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon :— 
Behold her well ; I pray you, look upon her ; 
Do you see, gentlemen ? Nay, guiltiness will speak, 
Though tongues were out of use. 

Enter Emtlia. 

Emii. 'Las, what's the matter ; what's the matter^ 
husband ? . . 

/d^oy C^^^^ip'^i^^ b^re .been sejt ou in the dark. 
By Roderigo, and fellows that are 'scap'd ; 
He's almost ^l^in, and Roderigo dead., 

Emii. Alas, good gentleman ! alas, good Cassio ! 

lago. This is the fruit of whoringv— .Pr'y thee, £iniU&4 
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Gbknow of Cassio where he supp'd to-night 
What, do you shake at that ? 

Bian, He supp'd at myhouse; but I therefore shake not. 

lago. O. did he so ? I charge you, go with me. 

EmiL Fye, fye upon thee, strumpet ! 

Bian. I am no strumpet ; but of life as honest, 
As you that thus abuse me. 

EmiU As I ? foh ! fie upon thee f 

lago. Kind gentlemen, let's go see poor Cassio dress*d; 
—Come, mistress, you must tell us another tale. — 
Emilia, run you to the citadel. 
And tell my lord and lady what has happ'd. — 
Will you go on, I pray ?— This is the night, {Mide. 
That either makes me, or fordoes me quite. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

J Bedchamber : Dbsdemona in bed asleep. A light burning* , 
JSnrer Othello. 

0th, It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul,^ 
Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars ! — 
It is the cause. > Yet Pll not shed her blood ; 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow. 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. [Tiaietojfhitsvsord^ 
Yet she must die, else she'll betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then put out the light : 
If I quench thee, thou flaming minister, 
I can again thy former light restore. 
Should I repent me :— -but once put out thine, 
Thou cunnisg'st pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat. 
That can thy light relume. When lhave pluck'd thy rose, 
I cannot give it vital growth again. 
It needs must wither : — I'll smell it on the tree.— 
O balmy breath, that dost alitiost persuade [Kissing her. 
Justice to break her sword ! — One more, one more. — 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 
And love thee after : — one more, and this the last : 
So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep. 
But they are cruel tears : This sorrow's heavenly 
It strikes, where it doth love.— She wakes— 

Des. Who's there ? Othello ? 

0th, Ay, Desdemona. 

Des. Will you come to-bed, my lord ? 

0th, Have you pray'd to-night, Desdemona ? ^ 



lil See lUustrations, Vol. IX. 
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Dta. Ayf w>y lord. 

0th. If you bethink yourself of aay crime, 
Uoreconcird as yet to heaven and grace. 
Solicit for it straight. 

Des, Alas, my lord, what may you mean by that } 

0th, Well, do it, and be brief ; I will walk by ; 
I would not kill thy unprepared spirit ; 
No. — Heav«n foretend ! — 1 woold i:\ot kill thy souh 

Des. Talk you of killing ? 

0th. Ay, I do. 

Des. Then,heayen 
Have mercy on roc ! 

Qth. Aman, with all my hearl ! 

De$. If you say so, I hope you will npt yil me» 

0th. Humph ! 

Dea. And yet I fear you ; for you are fatal then. 
When your eyes roll so : Why I should fear, I know not; 
Since guiltiness I know not ; but yet, I feel, I fear. 

0th. Think on thy sins, 

Dea. They are loves I bear to you. 

0th. Ay, and for that thou diest. 

Dea. That death's unnatural, that kills for loving« — 
Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip ? 
Some bloody passion shakes your very frame : 
These are portents ; but yet, 1 hope, 1 hope, 
They do not point on me. 

0th, Peace, and he still ! 

Des, I will so. What's the matter ? 

OM.Thathandkerchief which I so lov'd,and gave thee, 
Thou gav'st to Cassio. 

Dea. No, by my life and soul ; 
Send for the man, and ask him. 

0th. Sweet soul, take heed. 
Take heed of perjury ; thou'rt on thy death-bed. 

Dea. Ay, but not yet to die. 

0th. Yes, presently : 
Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin ; 
For to deny each article with oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong conception. 
That I do jgroan withal. Thou art to die. 

Dea. Then, Lord have mercy on me 

0th. I say, amen. 

Dea, And have you mercy too !— I never did 
Ofiend you in my life ; never lov'd Cassio, 
But with such general warranty of heaven 
As I might love ; I never gave him token. 
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0th. Br heaven, I saw my handkerchief in his han4« .. 

petjur d woman ! thou dost stone my heart, 
And mak'st me call, what I intend to do,-«-. 

A m order, which I thought a sacrifice :^ 

1 saw the handkerchief. 
Dea, He found it then ; 

I never gave it him : — Send for him hither^ 
And let him confess a truth. 

0th. He hath confess'd. 

Dea. What, my lord ? 

0th. That he hath— us'd thee. 

Dc», How ? unlawfully i 

0th. Ay. 

Dea. He'll not say so. 

0th. No, his mouth is stopp'd ; 
Honest lago hath ta'en order for't. 

Dea. My fear interprets then,— What, is he dead > 

0th. Had all his hairs 4>een lives, my great revenge* 
Had stomach for them all. 

Dea. Alas ! he is betray'd, and I undone. 

0th, Out, strumpet ! Weep'st thou for him my face ^ 

Dea. O, banish me, my lord, but kill me not. 

0th. Down, strumpet ! 

Dea. Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-nigbti^ 

0th. Nay, if you strive,—— 

Dea. But half an hour. 

0th. Being done, 
T-here is no pause. 

Dea. But while I say one prayer. 

0th. It is too late. \^He amothera her. 

Emil. [within.^ My lord, my lord ! What ho ! my 
lord ! my lord ! 

0th. What noise is this ?— not dead ! notyet quitedead ? 
I; that am cruel, am yet merciful ; 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain.— 
So, so. 

£miL \within.'\ What ho ! my lord, my lord ! 
0th. Who's there i 

Emit. O, good my lord, I would speak a word with you. 

0th. Yes ; — 'tis Emilia : — by and by. — ^She's dead. 
'Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio's death ; 
The noise was high. — Ha ! no more moving ? 

C43 This line is difficult. Thou hast hardened my heart and makest me kill 
thee Mrith the rage of a murderer, when I thought to have sacrificed thee to 

Sstice with the calmness ot a priest striking a victim.— I an^ jglad that I. 
,ve ended my revisal of this dreadful scene* it is not to be encbre^ J0HK8C 
34* VOL, VIXI. 
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Still as the grave. Shall she come in ? Were't good ? 
I think, she stirs again :~No. — What's the best i 
If she come in, she*ll sure speak to my wife : 
My wife ! my wife I what wife have no wiftv : 
O, insupportable \ O heavy hour ! 
- Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 
Of sun and moon ; and that the affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. 

EmiL \vtithin,'] I do beseech you I may speak with yoa» 
O, good my lord ! 

Oth. I had forgot thee : O, come in, Emilia : — 
Soft,— by and by : — Let me the curtains draw.— 
Where art thou ? What's the matter with thee now ? 

[Unlocks the door. 

Enter Emilia. 

EmiL O, good my lord, yonder*s foul murder done. 

Oth. What ? now i 

EmiL But now, my lord \ 

Oth, It is the very error of the moon ; 
She comes more near the earth than she was wont* 
And makes men mad. 

EmiL Cassio, my lord, has kill'd a young VenetiaDi 
Call'd— Roderigo. 

Oth. Roderigo kill'd ? 
And Cassio kill'd } 

EmiL No, Cassio is not kill'd. 

Oth. Not Cassio kill'd ? Then murder*^ out of tune^ 
And sw^et revenge grows harsh. 
Des. O, falsely, falsely murder'd ! 
EmiL Alas ! what cry is that f 
Oth. That ! what i 

EmiL Out* and alas ! that was my lady's voice 
Help ! help, ho ! help ! — O lady, speak again ! 
Sweet Desdemona ! O, sweet mistress, speak ! 

Des. A guiltless death 1 die. 

EmiL O, who hath done tlMs deed ? 

Dea. Nobody ; I myself ; farewell : 
Commend me to my kind lord. O, farewell. [/7fe«. 

Oth. Why, how should she be murder'd ? 

EmiL Alas, who knows f 

Oth, You heard her say herself, it was not I. 

EmiL She said so ; I must needs report the truth. 

Oth. She's, like a Har, gone to burning hell > 
' rwas 1 that kill'd her, 

EmiL O, the more angel she. 
And you the blacker ^evil ! 
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Oth* She tttrn'd to follf, and she was a whore. 

Emil, Thou dost belie her, and thou art a devil. 

0th. She was false as water. 

EmiL Thou art rash as fire, to sajr 
That she was false ; O, she was heaveolf tnie t 

0th. Cassio did tup her ; ask thjr husband else. 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell, 
But that I did proceed upon just grounds 
To this extremity ; Thy husband knew it all. 

EmiL My husband } 

0th. Thy husband. 

EmiL That she was false to wedlock f 

0th. Ay, with Cassia 
Nay, had she been true, 
If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 
I'd not have sold her for it. 

ETniL My husband ^ 

0th. Ay, 'twas he that told me first ; 
An honest man he is, and hates the slime 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 

ErmL My husband ? 

0th, What needs this iteratice, woman ^ I say, thy 
husband. 

EmLO mistress! villainy hath made mocks with love \ 
—My husband say, that she was false i 

0th. He, woman ; 
I say, thy husband ; Do'st understand the word ? 
My friend, thy husband, honest, honest lago. 

EmiL if he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart ; 
She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 

0th. Ha ! 

EmiL Do thy worst : 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven. 
Than thou wast worthy her. 

0th. Peace, you were best. 

EmiL Thou hast not half the power to do me harm> 
As I have to be hurt. O gull ! O dolt ! 
As ignorant as dirt ! thou hast done a deed,— 
I care not for thy sword ; Til make thee known, 
Though I lost twenty lives : — Help help ho ! help ! 
The Moor has kiil'd my mistress ; Murder ! murder J 
Enter MoNTANo, Gratiano, and Iaco. 

Mon. What is the matter !— How now, general ? 

EmiL O, are you come, lago ? you have done well. 
That men mudt lay their murders on your neck. 
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Gra. WhAt w the matter ? 

Emu. Disprove this villain, if thon be*sl a man : 
He safs, thou told'st him that his wi£e was false : 
I know, thou did'st not, thou'rt not such a villain ; 
Speak, far my heart is fall. 

lago. I told him what I thought ; and told no more 
Than what he found himself was apt and true. 

£fniL But did you ever tell him, she was false f 

lago. I did. 

£mil. You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie ; 
Upon my soul, a lie ; a wicked lie 
She false with Cassio !— Did you say with Cassio ? 

lagoWiih Ca8sio,mistre8s ; Go to,charm your tongue.^ 

EtnL I will not charm my tongue ; I am bound to speak; 
My mistresa here lies muHer'd in her bed. 

jilL O heavens forefend ! 

Emil. And your reports have set the murder on. 

0th, Nay, stare not, masters ; it is true, indeed. 

Gra. 'Tis a strange truth. 

Mon, O monstrous act ! 

EmiL Villainy, villainy, villainy ! 
I think upon't,^! think,— I smell't villainy ! 
I thought so then ;--Fll kill myself for grief.— - 

villainy, villainy ! 

Jago, What, are you road f I charge you, get you hom^ 

EmiL Good gentlemen, let me have leave to speak ; 
'Tis proper I obey him, but not now > 
Perchance, lago, I will ne'er go home. 

0th, O ! O ! O I [Hanging over Ma wi/i, 

Emil, Nay, lay thee down, and roar ; 
For thou hast kill'd the sweetest innocent, 
That e'er did lift up eye. 

0th, O, she was foul ! — [Riaingy 

1 scarce did know you, uncle : There lies your niece. 
Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly stopp'd : 
I know, this act shows horrible and grim. 

Gra, Poor Desdemona ! I am glad thy father's dead; 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain : did he live now. 
This sight would make htm do a desperate turn. 
Yea, curse his better angel from his side. 
And fall to reprobation. 

0th. 'Tis pitiful : but yet lago knows. 
That she with Cassio hath the act of shame 
A thousand times committed ; Cassio confessed it : 
And she did gratify his amorous works 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
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Which I ^nst gave her ; I saw it in his hand ; 
It was a handkerchief, an antique token 
My father gave my mother. 

Mmil. O heaven t O heavenly powers ! 

Jago. Come, hold your peace. 

£miL *Twill out, 'twill out I hold my peace» sip ? no : 
No, I will speak as liberal as the air ; 
Let heaven, and men, and devils, let them all. 
All, all, cry shame against me, yet Til speak. 

Jago. Be wise, and get you home. 

Emil. I will not. [Iago offers to stab his Hvifc* 

Gra. Fye! 
Your sword upon a woman ? 

^mil. O thou dull Moor ! That handkerchief thda 
speak*st of, 

I found by fortune, and did give my husband ; 
For often» with a solemn earnestness, 
(More than, indeed, belonged to such a trifle,) . 
He begg'd of me to steal it. 
Iago. Villainous whore ! 

Emil, She give it Cassio ! no, alas ; I found it» 
And I did give't my husband. 
Iago, Filth, thou liest. 

Emil, By heaven, I do not ; I do not, gentlemen : 
O murd'rous coxcomb ! what should such a fool 
Do with so good a wife ? \\kqo stabs KMi.tAen runs out, 

0th, Are there no stones in heaven, « 
But what serve for the thunder ^ — Precious villain ! 

Gra, The woman falls ; sure, he has kiU'd bis wife. 

Emil, Ay, ay ; O, lay me by my mistress* side ! 

Gra, He's gone, buwhis wife's kill'd. 

Mont, 'Tis a notorious villain. Take you this weapont 
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor : 
Come, guard the door without ; let him not pass. 
But kill him rather ; I'll after that same villain, 
For 'tis a damned slave. [Exeunt Mon. and Gra. 

0th. I am not valiant neither, 
But every puny whipster gets my sword :— 
9ut why should honour outlive honesty ? 
Let it go all. 

Emil, What did thy song bode, lady ? 
Hark, can'st thou hear me*"? I will play the swan, 
And die in music ; — Willow^ willow ^ willow.-^ 
Moor, she was chaste ; she lov'd thee, cruel Moor ; 
So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true ; 
^ speaking as I think» L die,— I die. ' l^i^^ 
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0th, I hAY« another weapon in this chamber. 
It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook's temper 
O, here it is Uncle, I must come forth. 

Gra, [within.']lfihou attempt it, it will cost thee deari 
Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must sufi^r. 

0th, Look in upon me then, and speak with roe» 
Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee. 

Re-enter Gratiano. 

Gra, What is the matter ? 

0th, Behold ! I have a weapon ; 
A better never did itself sustain 
Upon a soldier's thigh : I have seen the day. 
That, with this little arm, and this ^ood sword, 
I have made my way through* more impediments- 
Than twenty times your stop : — But, O vain boast ! 
Who can control his fate ? 'tis not so now.— 
Be not afraid, though yon do see me weapon'd ; 
Here is my journey's end, here is my butt. 
And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 
Do you go back disroay'd' t 'tis a lost fear : 
Man but a rush against Othello's breast. 
And he retires Where should Othello go ?— 
Now, how dost thou look now ? O ill-starr'd wench 
Pale as thy smock ? when we shall meet at eompt. 
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven. 
And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl ? 
£ven like thy chastity.— 
O cursed, cursed slave !— Whip me, ye devils. 
From the possession of this heavenly sight I 
Blow me about in winds ! roast me in sulphur ! 
Wash me in steep-down gulfs of Itquid fire !— 
O Desdemona ! Desdemona ! dead ? 
Dead ? O ! O ! O ! 

JCnter Lodovico, Montano, Cassio, carried in a 
chair ^ and Officers, with Iago, firiaoner. 

Lod, Where is this rash and most unfortunate man i 

0th, That's he, that was Othello ; here 1 am. 

Lod, Where is that viper ? bring the villain forth. 

0th, I look down towards his feet;' but that's a fable; 
If that thou be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 

[Othello wund% I ago. 

Lod. Wrench his sword from him. 

lago, I bleed, sir ; but not kill'd. 

0th. I am not sorry neither ; I'd have thee live ; 

C93 8<e nittstraition*, Vol. IX. 

C^] To see if, accordio; to the common opinion, hb fettbedOfM* JOBSOi 
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For, in sense, 'tis happiness to die. 

Lod. O thott Othello, that was once so good, 
Pall'n in the practice of a cursed slave. 
What shall be said to thee ? 

0th. Why, any.^ing : 
An honourable murderer, if you will ; 
For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod* This wretch hath part confess'd his Yillainy. 
Did you and he consent in Cassio's death ? 
. 0th, Ay, 

Caa, Dear general, I never gave you cause. 

0th, I do believe it, and I ask your pardon. 
Will you, I pray you, demand that denri-devil. 
Why he hath thus ensnar'd my soul and body ^ 

lago. Demand me nothing : What you know,you know: 
From this time forth I never will spieak word. 

Lod, What } not to pray ? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

0th. Weil, thou dost best. 

Lod, Sir, you shall understand what hath befaH'n, 
Which, as I think, you know not : Here is a letter. 
Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo ; 
And here, another: the one of them imports 
The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Roderigo. 

0th, O villain ! 

Ca«. Most heathenish, and most gross ! 

Lod. Now here's another discontented paper, 
Found in his pocket too ; and this, it seems, 
Roderigo aeant to have sent this damned villain ; 
But that, belike, lago in the interim 
Came in and satisfied him. 

0th, O the pernicious caitiff ! — 
How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's ? 

Caa, I found it in my chamber : , 
Ao4 he himself confe^s'd^ but even now, 
That there he dropp'd it, for a special purpose. 
Which wrought to his desire. 

0th. O fool I'fool ! fool ! 

Caa. There is, besides, in Roderigo's letter, — 
How he upbraids lago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came 
That I was cast : And even but now he spake, 
After long seeming dead.-'Iago hurt him^ 
lago set him oq. 
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Lod, You must forsake this room, and go 'with us ; 
Your power and your command i-s taken oflp, 
And Cassio rules 4n Cyprus. For this slave,— 
If there be any cunning cruelty. 
That can torment him much, and hold him long, 
It shall be his : You shall close prisoner rest. 
Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian state : — Come, bring him away. 

0th. Soft you ; a word or two, before you go. 
I have done the state some service, and they know it ; 
No more of that :— I p«ay you, in your letters, 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate. 
Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate. 
Nor set down aught in malice : then must you speak 
Of one, that lov'd not wisely, but too well ; 
Of one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 
Perplex'd in the extreme ; of one, whose hand, 
Like the base Jtidean,' threw a pearl away. 
Richer than all his tribe ; of one, whose subdu'd eyes 
Albeit unused to the melting mood. 
Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinal gum : Set you down this : 
And say, besides, — that in Aleppo once, 
Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the state, 
I took by the throat the circumcised dog. 
And smote him— thus. {Stabs himself. 

Lod. O bloody period ! 

Gra. All, that's spoke, is marr'd. 

0th. I kiss'd thee, ere I kill'd thee ;— No way but 
this, [Falling' ufion Desdem. 

Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. [Dies. 

Cas. This did I fear, -but thought he had no weapon ; 
For he was great of heart. 

Lod. O Spartan dog, 
More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea ! 
Look on the tragk loading of this bed ; [To IagO. 
This is thy work : the object poisons sight ;— 
Let it be hid.— Gratiano, keep the house. 
And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they succeed to you.— To you, lord governor. 
Remains the censure of this hellish villain ; 
The time, the place, th^ torture,— O enforce it 1 
Myself will straight aboard ; and, to the state. 
This heavy a ct with heavy heai't relate. [Exeunt^ 

[3] See lUustritions, Vol. IX/ 

i 



i 



1 



